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a Palace. 
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Enter Piſanis and a Gentleman, 


O U do not meet a man but frowns. 
Our looks 

V more obey the heavens, than our courtiers; 
If t ſeem, as does the king's. 

Gent. But what's the matter? 

Pi/. Are you fo freſh a ſtranger, to ak that ! 
His daughter, and the heir of's kingdom (whom 
He purpos'd to his wife's ſole fon, a widow 
That late he married) hath referr'd herſelf 
Unto a poor, but worthy gentleman. 
She is wedded, 
Her hulband baniſh' d; ſhe impriſon* d: All 
|; outward ſorrow z though i think the King 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

Cent. None but the king? 

Piſ. There is not a courtier, 
Altnough they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
* 4 at the thing he ſcoul at. 

And Why lo ? 
He that hath miſs'd the * is a thing 

1 tor bad report: and he that hath her, 

| me 1 that marry'd her) is a creature, fuch 
As to ne ek through the regions of the carth 
e his like, there would be ſomething * 
im, that ſhould compare. 

His name and birth? 

7 x That I can well inform you, having liv'd 
Annual ſervant in the family. 
lis tuker was Sicillus, who ſerv'd 
\t-in't the Romans with Caſſibelan, 
1 2ain'd the ſur-addition Leonatus. 
da, beñdes this gentleman in queſtion, 

+> other ſons, who in the wars o'th'time, 
D. d with t. eir ſwords in hand: For which their 
father, 
1 und fond of iſſue, took ſuch ſorrow, 
dat lie quit being; and his gentle lady 
Big of this f mon, our theme, deceas'd 
is ke was born. The king, he takes the babe 
6 0.15 proteQtion, calls him Poſthumus Leonatus, 
and makes him of his bed-chamber, 
0 him all the learnings that his time 
4} make him the receiver of, which he took 
e dy airs fait as 'twas miniſtered ; 
bring became a harveſt : he liv'd i is court, 
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rare it is to do, moſt prais d, moſt lov'd; 
& lim! 


eto the younge't ; to th more mature, 


- 


A glaſs that featur'd them; and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards. 
Gert. I honour him, even out of your report. 
But to my miſtreſs, is the the ſole child to the king? 
Piſ. His only child. 
He had two ſons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it) the eldeft of them, at three years old, 
I'th' ſwathing clothes the other, from their nurſery | 
Were fiol'n, and to this hour no guels in knowledge 
Which way they went. 
Gent. How long is this ago ? 
Piſ. Some twenty years. 
Gent. That a king's children ſhould be ſo convey 4! 
So ſlackly guarded, and the fearch ſo low 
That could not trace them 
Piſ. Howloe'er tis ſtrange, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh's at, 
vet it is true, Sir. 
| Gent. I do well believe you. 
Piſ. Here comes my lord, 
The queen, and princeſs. Vou muſt forbear. 
Enter the Queen, Poſthumus, Imogen, and At» 
tendants. 
Qucen. No, be ailur'd you ſhall not find me, 
daughter, 
After the ſlander of moſt ſtep-mothers, 
Ill-ey'd unto you : you're my priſoner, but 
Your gaoler ſhall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your teſtraint. For you, good Poſthu- 
As ſoon as 1 can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate: marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him, and 'twere good 
You lean'd unto his ſentence, with what patience 
Your wiſdom may inform you. 
Pe. Pleaſe your highneſs, 
I will from hence to-day, 
Qucen. You know the peril 1 
I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections, though the kin 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not peak tozether, "| 
Imo. Diſſembling courteſy ! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where the wounds ! My deareſt huſbands 
| You muſt be gane, 
And I ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may ſee 2 
Pot. My queen | my miſtreſs ! 
O lady, weep no more, leſt I give cauſe 
o be ſuſpected of more tenderneſs 
Than doth become à man. I will remain 
The loyabit huſband that did el er plight troth; 
My reſidence in Rome, at one Philaris's, 
A 2 


[mus, 


As long a term as yet we have to live, 


4 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by ſetter; thither write, my love, 

nd with mine eyes Þ'll drink the words you ſend, 

hough ink be made of gall. | 

Enter Queen. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you; 
Tf the king come, I ſhall incur I know not 
How much of his difpleaſure— Yet I'll move him 
, 5 [ Aſide. 
To walk this way; I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my injuries to be friends, 
Pays dear for my offences. [ Exit. 
Peft. Should we be taking leave 


The lothneſs to depart would grow. Adieu ! 
Im. Nay, ſtay a little: 
Were you but riding forth to air yourſelf, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, my love, 
This diamond was my mother's; take it, heart, 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 
Po. How, how! another? 
Vou gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And ſear up my embraces from a next 
With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here, 
| [Putting on the ring. 
While ſenſe can keep thee on: and ſweeteſt, faireſt, 
As I my poor ſelf did exchange for you, 
To your fo innnite loſs : ſo in our trifles 
I ſtill win of yon. For my ſake, wear this; 
It is a manacle of love, I'll place it 
| Putting a bracelet en ber arm. 
Upon this faireſt priſoner, | 
Imo. O the gods! 
When ſhall we meet again? 
| Enter Cymbeline, ard Lords. 
Peſt. Alack, the king! 
_ baſeſt thing, avoid, hence, from my 
ight; 
If, after this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dy'ſt, Away! 
Thou' rt poiſon to my blood. 
Poſt. The gods protect you, 
And bleſs the good remainders of the court: 
1 am gane. 
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More ſharp than this is. 
Piſanio, go ſee vour lord on board. 
Cym. O diilgyal thing, 
Tn ſhouid {repair my youth, thou heap'ſt 
A year's age on me. 
Imo. I beſeech vou, Sir, 
Harm not yourſelf with vour vexation, 
I am ſenliclc{s of your wrath 5 a touch more rare, 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Om. Thou might'ſt have had the ſole ſon of my 
6 queen. | 
Tims. O bleſt that I might not. 
Cyin. Thou took'it a beggar, would ſt have made 
my throne 
A ſeat for baſeneſ:, 
Imo. Wo, I rather added 
A luftre to it. ; 
Cym. O thou vile one! 
Ine: Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov'd Pothumus, 
Yeu bred him;as my play-fellow, and he is 
A man worth any woman; over-buys nie 
Almoit the tum he pays. 
Cyr. What! art thou mad? 


[Exit. 


[Exit Piſanio.! 
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. 
Enter Queen. 
Cym. Thou fooliſh thing | 
They were again together, you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 
- Queen. Beſeech your patience : peace, 
Dear lady daughter; peace, ſweet ſovereign : 
Make yourſelf ſome comfort, 
Out of your beſt advice. 
Om. Nay, let her languiſh, 
A Crop of blood'a day, and being a 
Die of this foliy. ; * 


| Ex, 
Queen. Fy, fy, you mutt give way Here is 
Piſanio, | 


EFrter Piſanio. 
Your faithful ſervant, and I dare lay mine honour 
He will remain f9. | 
Piſ. I humbly thank your highneſs. [ Exit Quern. 
Imo. Well, good Piſanio. 
Thou faw'ſ thy lord on board; what was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee ? 
Piſ. "Twas his lovely princeſs. 
Iro. Then wav'd his handkerchief ? 
Piſ. And kiſs'd it, Madam. 
Inc. Senſeleſs linen, happier therein than I; 
And that was all? 

Piſ. No, Madam; for ſo long 
As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and ſtirs of's mind 
Could beſt expreſs how flow his ſoul tail'd on, 
How ſwift his ſhip. 

Ino. Thou ſhould'ſt have made him 
As little as a crow, or leſs, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Piſ. Madam, fo I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-ſtrings ; 
Crack'd them but to look upon him; till the dimi« 

nution 

Of ſpace had pointed him ſharp as my needle; 
Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted-from 
The ſmallneſs of a gnat, to air; and then, 


Then turn'd mine eye, and wept. But, good Piſt- 
When ſhall we hear from him? [ 21% 


Piſ. Be aftur'd, Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Ino. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Molt pretty things to ſay. Etre I could tell him, 
How Ii would think on him at certain hours, 
Such thoughts and ſuch; or I could make him 


ſwear, 
The ſhe's of Italy ſhould not betray | 
Mine intereſt in his honour ; or have charg'd him 


At the ſixth hour of morn, at noon, or midnight 
T'encounter me with oraifons, (for then 
» \ 
I am in Heav'n for him ;) or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiſs, which J had ſet 
Retwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
1 . ot 
Shakes al! our duds fro:n growisg. See the Queen. 
D = 
Thoſe things 1 Lid you do, get them difpatch'd. { Exe 
Erter Queen, and Cornelius <with a Phiat. 
ere + th * 
Qucen. Now, maiter doctor, have you brougat 
thoſe drugs? 

Cer, Plcaſeth your highneſa, ay; 

But I beſeech vour grace, without offence, 
. © » 

, 2 * io 2 8 , 
; 4 S We AR 44 - 
My conſeicnce bids me ak, wher fore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous compounds 

4 
0 6 — 
Queen, I wonder, doctor, 


Imo. Almoſt, Sir; Heav'n reftore me! wonld 1 
A neat-herd's daughter, and my Poſthames 


L 
| were} 
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Thou aſk'ſt me ſuch 2 queſtion ; have ] not been 
Thy pupil long? J will but try = force 
And vigour ot Uiy compounds, and avply 
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Allyments to their act; and by them gather 
Their virtues and effect. 

Enter Piſanio. 
Here comes a flatt'ꝰring raſcal; upon him 
win I firſt work. He's, for his maſter's ſake, 
An enemy to my ſon. A ſly and conftant knave, 
vot to be ſhak'd ; the agent for his matter, 
and the remembrancer of her, to hold 
the hand faſt to her lord. How now, Piſanio! 
Doctor, your ſervice for this time is ended. 


[Afde. 


(or, 1 do ſuſpect you, madam ; [ Afide. 
But you ſhall do no harm. 
Deen. Hark thee, a word. [To Pifanie. 


Cr, I will not truſt one of her malice with 
4 drug of ſach damn'd nature. Thaſe ſhe has 
Wil tupify and dull the ſenſe awhile, 
But there's mo danger in that thew of death, 
More than the locking up the fpirits a time, 
To be more freſh reviving. She is fool'd, 
With a moſt falſe effect; and I the truer, 
& to be falle with her. Exit. 
Oren, Weeps ſhe Rill, ſay'ſt thou? Doft thou 
think, in time, 
She will not quench, and let inſtruction enter 
Where folly now poſlefles ? Do thou work : 
When thou ſhalt bring me word the loves my fon, 
Li tel! hee, on the inſtant, thau art then 
fs great as is thy maſter; greater, for 
EH fortunes all Le ſpeechleſs, and his name 
I: a: laſt gaſp; and what ſhalt thou expect, 
75 be dependet on a thing that leans; 
Why cannot be new built, and has no friends 
$; much as but to prop him? Thou takeſt up 


It isa ting I make, which hath the king 
Five times redeem' d from death: I do not know 
What is more cordial. Nay, I pry'thee take it, 
It's an earneſt of a farther good, 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy miſtreſs how 
Tie cafe ſtands with her; do't as from thyſelf; 
IU move the king 
To any ſhape of thy preferment, ſuch 
A; thou'lt defire : think on my words. 
Ihe given him that, 
Ach, if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
/ leidzers for her ſweet z and which ſhe after, 
zept the bend her humour, ſhall be aſſur'd 
15 tate of two, Fare thee well, Piſanio. 
1117 on my words. 
Piſ. And ſhall do 5 
chen to my good lord I prove untrue, 

'choak myſelf ; there's all I'll do for you, 
"ths he is at Rome, and good Philario, 
Van open arms, and grateful heart, receives 
He friend's reflected image in his ſoa ; 

4 Leonatus in young Poſthumus: 

et Imogen, what thou endur'ſt, the while, 
nt a father by thy ſtep-da:ne govern'd; 
* 23 her hourly coining plots; a wooer, 

e hatefui than the foul expulſion is 

ear huſband ! Heaven kc2p unſkaken 
emple, thy fair mind, that thou may'ſt ſtand 
i thy baniſh'd lord, and this great land! 


_ 


— Fwy 


Exit. 


SCENE, Philario's Houſe in Rame. 


4%; Tachimo, and a Frenchman, at a Panguer. 
. Believe it, Sir, I have ſoen him in Britain ; 
© © was then but creſcent, not expreſſed to prove 
de az hace he has been allowed the name 

Det I could then have loolt'd on him without 


* 


elf of admiration, though the catalogue of his! 
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{ Piſanio looking on the pbial. 
Thxu xnow'ſt not what; but take it for thy labour; 


[ Afide. 


[Exit Queen, 


5 


| endowments had been tabled by his fide, and 1 to 


peruſe him by items. 


Phil. You ſpeak of him when he was leſs fur- 
niſh'd than now he is. 

French. I have ſeen him in France; we had very 
many there could behold the ſun with as firm eyes 
as he. ' 

Tach. This matter of marrying bis king's daugh- 
ter, wherein he muſt be weighed rather by her va- 
ue, than his own, words him, I doubt not, a great 
deal from the matter. 

French. And then his baniſhment. 

Tach. Ay, and the approbation of thoſe that weep 
this lamentable divorce under her colours, are wan 
derfully to extend him; be it but to fortify her 
judgment, which elſe an eaſy battery might lay flat, 
for taking a beggar without more quality. But how 
comes it he is to ſojourn with you? How creeps 
acquaintance ? 


whom I have been often bound for no lets thaw my 
life. 


Enter Poſthumus, ©, 

Here comes the Briton, Let him be fo entertained 
amongſt you, as ſuits with gentlemen of your know= 
ing, to a ſtranger of his quality. I -beſeech you all 
be better known to this gentleman, whom 1 com- 
mend to you, as a noble friend of mine. How 
worthy he is, I will leave. to appear hereafter, ta- 
ther than ſtory him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have been known together in 
Orleans. 

Pf. Since when I have been debtor to you for 


— 


till. 


was glad I did atone my countryman and vou; it 
had been pity you ſhould have been put together 
with ſo mortal a purpoſe as then each bore, upon 
importance of ſo ſi:;ght and trivial a nature. 


traveller; but, upon ny mended judgment, (if Lof- 
fend net to ſay it is mended) my quarrel was not 
altogether ſlight, : 

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrament 
of ſwords. 


difference ? 

French. Safely, I think; "twas à contention in 
publick, which may, without contradiction, ſuffer 
the report. It was much like an argument that 
fell out laſt night, where each of us fell in praiſe of 
our country miſtreſſes. This gentleman at that 
time vouching, (and upon warrant of bloody affir- 
mation) his to be more fair, virtuous, wiſe, chaſte, 


the rareſt of our Jadies in France. 

Tach. That lady is not now living, or this gentle- 
man's opinion is by this worn out. 

Pot. She holds her virtue ſtill, and I my mind. 

Tach. You muſt not fo far prefer her fore ours 
of Italy. 

Pe. Being ſo far provok'd as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing; though 1 profeſs myſelf 
her adorer, not her friend. 

Tach. As fair, and as good, a kind of hand in 
hand compariſon, had been ſomething too fair, and 
too good, for any lady in Britain: if the went out 
before others ] have ſeen, as that diamond of yours 
out- hiſtres many I have beheld, I could believe the 
excelled many; but I have not 1ſeen the mott pre- 
cious diamond that is, nor you the lady, 

Poſt. 1 prais d her, as I rated Lr; fy eg I my ring 


Phil. His father and 1 were ſoldiers together, to 


courteſies, which 1 will be ever to pay, and yet pay 


French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor Kindneſs; 1 


Po. By your pardon, Sir, I was then a young * 


Iach. Can we, with manners, aſk what was the 


conſtant, qualified, and leis attemptable, than any 


j 
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Iucb. What do you eftcem it at? 

Poſt. More than the world enjoys. 

Tach. Either your paragon'd miſtreſs is dead, or 
ſhe's outpriz'd by a trifle. 

Pt. You are miſtaken; the one may be ſold or 
given, if there were wealth enough for the purchaſe, 
or merit for the gift. The other is not a thing for 
ſale, and only the gift of the gods. ; 

lach. Which the gods have given you. 

. Poſt. Which, by. their graces, I will keep. 

Jach. You may wear her in title yours; but, you 
know, firange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring may be ſtol'n, too: ſo, of your brace of 
unpriſable eſtimations, the one is but frail, and the 
other caſual. A,cunning thiet, or a that-way ac- 
compliſhed courtier, would hazard toe winning both 
of firſt and laſt. 

Pept. Your Italy contains none ſo accompliſhed a 
courtier to convince the honour of my miſtreſs; if 
in the holding or loſs of that, you term her frail. I 
do nothing doubt but you have ſtore ot thieves, not- 
withſtanding I fear not my ring. 

Pit. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Pot. Sir, with all my heart, This worthy ſignior, 
I thank him, makes no ſtranger of me; we are fa- 
miliar at firſt, 

Jach. With five times fo much converſation, 1 
mould get ground of your fair miſtreſs. Make her 
ga back, even to the yielding; had I admittance, and 
opportunity to friend, 

Peg. No, no, | 

Iach. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my 
eſtate, to your ring, which in my opinion o'er-va- | 
lues it ſomething; but I make my wager rather 
againit your confidence, than her revutation, And 
to bar your offence herein, too, I durſt attempt it 
againſt any lady in the world. 

Paſt. You are a great deal abuſed in too hold a fer- 
ſuxkon; and I doubt not, vou'd ſuſtain what vou're 
worthy of, by vour attempt. 

Tech, What's that? 

i. A repulſe: though your attempt, as von call 
it, deſerves more; a punimment, too! [ Arprily. | 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough ot this, it came in too 
ſuddenly; let it die as it was born, and I pray vou 
be betrer acquainted. 

Iuch. Would I had put my eſtate, and my neagh- 
bour's, on th' approbation of what J have ſpoke, |! 

F-j/t. What lady would you chute to affail? 

Ju. h. Yours ; whom in conitancy you think ftands 
ſo fate, 1 Will lay vou ten thoutand ducats to your | 
ring, that commend me to the court where your lady 
is, with no more advantage than the opportunity of | 
a ſecond conference, and I will bring from thence ' 
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that honour of hers, which you imagine fo reſerv'd. am moſt infinitely tied. Refle&t upon bim, according} 
Pet. 1 will wage againſt your gold, gold to it: | as you value your traf. 


my ring 1 hold dear as my finger; tis part of it. 

ach. You are afraid, and therein the wiſer, If 
you buy ladies fleth at a million a Cram, you cannot 
preſerve it from tainting : but I ſee you have ſome 
religion in you, that you fear. 

Peft. This is but a cuſtom in your tongue; you 
bear a graver purpoſe, I hope ? 

Tach. I am the maſter ef my ſpee 
undergo what's ſpoken, I ſwezr. 

Poſt. Will you? Let there be covenants drawn be- 
tween us. My miftreſs exceed in goodncele the 

- hugeneſs of your unworthy thinking. I dare you to 

this match ; here's my ring. 

Phil. J will have it no lay. 

Tach, By the gods it is one; if I bring you jufh- 


. 


ches, and would 


= 


0 0 . % . va i 
cient teſtimony that I have enjoy d the Gare bodily 


part of your miſtreſs, my ten thouſand ducats arc 
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1 i N. | E. 
mine, ſo is your diamond, too; if I cotne off, my 
jeave her in ſuch honour as you have truſt in, 0, 


ante mn! 
fx. 
lob 7 


your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold, are your, ME 
provided I chave your commendation, for my hore Wenn 
tree entertainment. | gs af 
Pot. I embrace theſe conditions; let us have .“ l 
cles vetwixt us. Only thus far you ſhall zn{wer; -3j ”" 
you make your voyage upon her, and give me 6. * of 
rectly to underſtand you have prevailed, 1 am ng 1 
farther your enemy; the is not worth our debate; . 01 
ſhe remain unſeduc'd, you not making it Ts wy 1 
otherwiſe, for your ill opinion, and the aflault you r 
have made on her chaſtity, you ſhall anfwer & Imp. © 
with your ſword, : 5 heal 
Tach. Your hand; a covenant : we will have the 5 : 
things ſet down by lawtul counſel, and I'll ftr 8 n 
away for Britain, left the barg1in ſhould caich col | Meſs. 
and ſtarve z 1 will fetch my gold, and have our tu, p..: 
wagers recorded. N WIT 
Pot. Agreed. [ Fxeunt Poſt. and lat In * 
French. Will this hold, think you ? E a 
Pit. Signior Iachimo will not from it. N * 
Pray let us. follow em. [ Exeum _ 
hat it ſ. 
r a200c0008000c0000000 N. cee cooocemen tl Callia 
FE TT II. Your lo 
SCENE, @a Chamber in the Palace. 
Enter Imogen alone. 1 
Is. Father cruel, and a ſtepdame falſe W 
A fooliſh ſuitor to a wedded lady; F 3 
That hath her huſband baniſh'd—O, that hubs : ur 
My ſupreme crown of grief, and thoſe repeated Paget 
Vexations of i Had I been thief Kol'n, "an f 
As my two brothers, happy ! but moſt miſerable 
s the degree that's glorious. Bieſſed be thoſe, 1 
How mean ſoe'er, that have their honeft wills, Gas 
Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be! 1 Ho 0 
Enter Piſanio and Iachimo. "Ie" 
Piſ. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, lack \ 
Comes from mv lord, with letters. | 
Jauch. Change you, madam ? bats 
The worthy Leonatus is in ſafety, boom 
And greets your highneſs dearly. TTY 
Imo. Thanks, good Sir, DER 
You're kindly welcome, | Reads ait 3 
Jach. All of her that is out of door, mot rich lack ] 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind fo rare, 5 
She is alone th' Arabian bird, and 1 * wry 
Have loſt the wager. Boldneſa, be my friend; WF... 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot. [ 4ja lack, 4 
Imogen reads. hide » 
He is one of the nobleſt note, to wwhoſe kindneſ Foe 
Ius. Pr 
ur . 
Leo my de. 
So far I read aloud. . ad. * 
But even the very middle of my heart 4 abo 
Is warm'd by the reſt, and takes it thankfully So 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I . * 
| Have words to bid vou; and ſhall find it ſo, 8 
In all that I can do. 8 n 
' Lach. Thanks, faireſt lady. * 
| What ! are men mad? Hath nature given them e 7 
Jo fee this vaulted arch, and the rich ſcope * 
Of tea and land, which can diſtinguiſh twixt 1 
| The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ſtones . 
Upon the humble beach; and can we not 
Partition make *twixt fair and foul ? 
Io. What makes your admiration? "ke 6 ey 


lach. It cannot be i'tli* eye; for apes and mon” 
Teint two ſuch ſhe's, would chatter this wah 


E 

gate . ith mawes the other. | 

in. What is the matter, trow ? 

and wy The cloyed will, 

lüttate yer enſatisfy'd defire, 

being ficſt the lamb, 

nes after for the garbage 

* What, dear Sir, 

das wraps you? Are you well? f 

—— Thanks, Madam, well. Beſeech you, Sir, 

te my man's abode, where I did leave him; 

0 8 len ge and ſheepiſh. 
„Jas going, Sir, 

o give him welcome. 

In, Continues well my lord 

s health, beſeech you? 

leb Well, madam. . 

Ins. Is he 4 ſpos'd to mirth? I hope he is, 

Ic. Exceeding pleaſant; none a ſtranger there, 
merry, and fo g zacheſome. in is call'd 

be Britain rer eller, 


I.. 


[Exit Piſ. 


t 


. 7 
Fixing it only here; ſhould I (damn'd then) 
Slaver with lips, as common as the ſtairs 
That mount the capitol ! join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falſhood as with labour; 
It were fit 
That all the ptagues of hell ſhould, at one time, 
Encounter ſuch revolt. 

Io. My lord, 1 fear, 
Has forgot Britain. 

lack. And hiznſelf: Not I, 
Inclin's to this intelligence, pronounce 


The beggary of his change; but tis your graces, 


That from my mute't conlcience to my tongue 
Charm this report ont. 
mo. Let me hear no more. 
Jach. O, deareſ foul | your cauſe doth ſtrike my 
heart 

With pity. A lady 
So fair, and faſtened to an empiry 
Would make the grcat'ſt king double ! to be Parte 


ſn; When he was here, 
id incline to ſadneſs ; and oft- times 

t knowing why. \ 
Is +, 1 never ſaw him ſad. 
dere is a Frenchman, his companion, 
vat it ſeems muck loves 
Gal ian girl at home. He furnaces 
« thick lighs from him; while the jolly Briton, 
Your lord, I mean) laughs trom's free lungs, cries 
oh ! 
n my ſides hold, to think that man, who knows 
| wog. report, or his own proof, 
: woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chuſe 
n muſt be, will his free hours languiſh out 


riß de bondage? 
ed Ine, Will my lord ſay ſo? 
kb. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with - 
ble l aughte Is 
e tis recreation to be by, 
5 U hear him mock the Frenchman. 


Heaven knows, ſome men are much to how 
Ire. Not he, I hope, 
lach. Not he. But yet, Heav'n's bounty towards 

him might — 

d more thankfully, In himſelf *tis much; 
vou, whom J acoount his, beyond all talents, 
ul Jam bound to wonder, I am bound 
dt 50s 
no, What do you pity, Sir? 
lad. Two creatures, heartily. 
a. Am lone, Sir? 
book on me. What wrack diſcern OA in me 


ds 40 


rich 


1 5 denes your pity ? 
la; a Lamentable ! What, 

4 de me from the radiant ſun, and ſolace 
e £4800 by a ſnuff ! 
A . Pray you, Sir, 
FF ker with more openneſs your anſwers 

my demands. Why do you pity me? 

I. b. That others do, 
ally about to lay, enjoy your———but, 

i office of the gods to venge it, 

: mine to Tpeak on't. 
, + You do ſeem to know 

"king of me, or what concerns me. Pray you, 
thew © doubting things go ill, often hurts more 

'o be oo are they do) diſcover to me 
on © wth you ſpur and ſtop. 
£ "Ha I this cheek ; 
x ' my lips upon; this hand, whoſe touch, 
auch, would force the tccler's foul 
of loyalty z this object, which 

TR, Mt loner the wild motion of mine exe, 


$ wah» * 


naer'd 


| With tomboxs, hir'd wich that ſelf- exhibition 
Which your own colters yield! 
| Be reveng'd, | 


Or the that bore you was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great ſtock, 

Imo. Reveng'd ! 

How ſhould I be reveng'd, if this be true? 
As J have ſuch a heart, that both mine cars 
Muft not in haſte abuſe. It it be true, 
How ſhall ] be reveng'd ? 

Tach. Should he make me 

Live like Diana's priefteſs, twixt cold ſheets, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps 

In your deſpight? Revenge it. 5 

I dedicate myiclf to your {weet pleaſure, 
More rioble than that runagate to vour bed, 
And will continue fatt-to your aitection, 
Still cloſe as ſure. 

Imo. What ho, Piſanio ! 

Tack. Let me my ſervice tender on your lips. 

Inc. Away! I do conderan mine ears that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable, 
Thou would? have told this tale for virtue, not 
For fuch an end thou ſeek'ſt, as baſe as range, 
Thou wrong'ſt a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour; and 
Solicit & here a lady, that diſdains 
Thee and the devil alike. What, ho, Piſanio !\=mm 
The king, my father, ſhall be made acquainted 
Ot thy atfault ; if he ſhall think it fit 
A ſaucy ſtranger in his court to mart -- 

As in a Romiih ſtew, and to expound 

His beaitly mind to us; he hath a court 

He little cares for, and a daughter whom 

He not reſpects at all. What, ho, Piſanio . 
Tach. O, happy Leonatus, I may ſay! 

The credit that thy lady hath of thee 

Deſerves thy truſt; and thy moſt perfect goodneſs, 

Her aſlur'd credit: bleſſed live you long, 

A lady to the worthieſt Sir, that ever 

Country call d his; and you his miſtreſs, only 

For the mot? worthieſt fit! Give me your par don. 

I have ſpoke this, to know if your affiancdse 

Were deeply rooted, and ſhall make your lord, 

That waich he is ow o'er; and he is one 

The trueſt manner'd ; ſuch a holy witch, 

That he enchants ſocieties unto him: 

Halt _ men's hearts are his. 

Ino. Lou make amends. 

Inch, He fits mongtt men like a deſrended god; 
He hath a kind or hoaour ſets him olf, 
More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 


[Kreul 


| 
| 


Unlike all others, chafleis. 


Moſt mighty princeſs, that I have adventur'd | 
To try zour taking of a falſe report; 

The love J bear him, 

Ma le me to fan you thus, but the gods made you, 
Pray your pardon ? 

Ima. All's well, Sir; take my power i'th' court 

for yours. 

Iach. My humble thanks; I had almoſt forgot 
T intreat your grace, but in a ſmall requeſt, 

And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord; rayte!f, and other noble friends, 
Are partners in the buſineſs, : 

Imo. Pray, what is't ? ; 

Tach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The beſt feather of our wing) have mingled ſums, 
To buy a prefent for the eniperor : 

Which I, the *attor for the reſt, heve done, 

In France. *Yis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquitit2 form, their value's great; 
And I am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 

To have them in ſate ſtowage. May it picaſe you 
To take them in protection? 

Imo. Willingly; 
And pawn mine honour for their ſafety : ſince 
My lord hath intereſt in them, I will keep them 
In my chamber, 

Iach. They are in a coffer, 
Attended by my men. I will make bold 
To fend them to you, only for this night 2 
I muſt abroad, to-morrow. 

Imo. O no, no. 

Tack, Yes, I beteech you: or I ſhall ſhort my word, 
By lengthening my return. From Gallia, 

I croſt the ſeas en purpoſe, and on promile 
To ſee your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains 
But not away to-morrow. 

Jach. O, I muſt, Madam; 

There fore, 1 ſhall beteech you, if you pleaſe, 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night : 
I have out-ſtaid my time, which is material 

Toe th' tender of our preſent. Fes 

Imo. I will write: | 
Send your cofter to me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, 
And truly yielded you. You're very welcome. 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE, a Palace. 
Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 


Cl;t, Was there ever man had ſuch luck? When 
I kiſs'd the jack, upon an up-caſt, to be hit away! 
J had an hundred pounds on't 3 and then a whorſon 
yackanapes muſt take me up for ſwearing, as if I 
had borrow'd mine oatls of him, and might not 
ſpend them at my plealure. ö 
1 Lord. What got he by that? you have broke 
his pate with your bowl. 
2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke 
it, it would have run all out. [ Afide. 
Clet. When a gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear, it is 
not for any ſtanders- by to curtail his oaths. Ha 
2 Lord. No, my lord: nor crop the ears of them. 
Cort. Whorſon dog! I give him ſatisfaction! 
Would he had been one of my rank! Pox on't, I 
had rather not be ſo noble as I am; they dare not 
fight with me, hecauſe of the queen, my mother. 
Every jack-flave hath his belly-fall of fighting, and 
I muſt go up and down, like a cock that nobody 
can match. 
2 Lord. It is not fit your lordſhip ſhould under- 
take every companion that you give offence to. 
Ciot. No; I know that : but it is fit I ſhould 


GY MBE L-1 


| 


2 


2 Lerd. Ay, it is fit for your lordſhip, only. 
Clot. Why, ſo I ſay. 8 
2 Lerd. Here comes the king. 

Enter Cymbeline and Queer, 
Cht. Good-night to your majeſty, and graciou 
mother. 
mn. Attend you here the door of our ſter 
daughter ? Will ſhe not forth ? 

Clot. She vouchſafes no notice? but I will af 
her, before morning, with maſk and muſic. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new 
She hath not yet forgot him ; ſome more time 
Muſt wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours. SI 

Enter Meſſenger, and whiſpers the firſt Lord, 

DQueen. 125 _ moſt wr to the {2 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. 

1 Lord. So like you, Sir, ambaſſadors from Rome; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now; 

But that's no fault of his. Our dear ſon, 

When you have given good morning to your miſtreſ;, 
Attend the queen and us, we ſhall have need 
T'employ you towards this Roman. 

Betimes to-morrow we'll hear th' embaſſy. 
Come, our queen. [ Exeunt king and queen, 

1 Lord. Did you hear of another ſtranger that 
come to court, to-night. 

Clot. Another ſtranger, and I not know on't? 

2 Lord. He's a ſtrange fellow himſelf, and knoys 
it not, 15 
1 Lord. There's an Italian come, and tis thought 
one of Leonatus' friends. 

Clot. Leonatus! a baniſh'd raſcal; and he's 
another, whereſoever he be. Who told you of this 
ſtranger ? . 

1 Lo. One of your lordſhip's pages. 

Clot. Is it fit I went to look upon him? Is there 


no derogation in't? 


2 Lerd. You cannot derogate, my lord. 

Clot. Not eaſily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted, therefore cannot 
derogate. 10455 

Cl:t. Come, I'll go ſee this Italian, and if he Hpli, 
I'll game with him; and to-morrow, with our 
Father, we'll hear the ambaſſador---Come, let's 36 

1 Lerd. I'll attend your lordſhip. | 

[ Exeunt Clot. and 1 Li 

2 Lerd. That ſuch a crafty devil as is his mother, 
Should yield the world this aſs; a woman that 
Bears all dewn with her brain, and this ber ſon 
Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart, 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princels, 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ſt ! [EA. 


SC EN E, a mangnificent Bed-chamber, in un 
part of it a large Trunk, 


Imogen is diſcovered reading in ber Bed, a Lay 
attending. 
Imo. Who's there? My woman, Helen? 
Lady. Pleaſe you, Madam 
Imo. What hour is it ? 
Lady. Almoſt midnight, Madam. 
Imo. I have read three hours, then; mine es 


are weak; 
Fold down the leaf where I have left. To bed 


Take not away the taper, leave it burning: 

And if thou canſt awake by four o'clock, 

1 pr'ythee call me- Sleep hath ſeiz d me wholly: 
Exit Lac. 


commit offence to my interiors. 


From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
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Guard me, beſeech yes 
T» your protection I commend. me, 
* [Hachimo riſes 


the coffer- 
Renoirs itſelt by reſt. Our Tarquin thus 
Pid ſoftly preſs the ruſhes; ere he waken'd 
The chaftity he wounded. Cytherea, , - 

How bravely thou becom'ſt thy bed! freſh lily, 
dad whiter than the ſheets ! That I might touch, 
But kiſs, one kiſs —»' Tis her breathing 
Pertames the chamber thus: the flame o th taper 
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids, 
To ſee the incloſed lights now canopy'd 

Under the windows, white and azuze, lac'd 

With blue of kear'n's own tiat---But, my deſigns 
To note the chamber----L will write all down: 
doch, and ſuah pictures---there the window - ſuch 
Th' adorament of her bed the arras, figures ; 
Why ſuch, and ſuch---and the contents 0'th' ſtory- 
Ah, but ſome natural notes about her body, 

Above ten thouſand racaner moveables, 

Would taſtify, t'enrich my inventory. 

0 deep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 


{ ſenſe 


me; 


And be her ſenſe but as a monument, 
Thus in a chapel lying, Come off, come off - 
h [Taking off her bracelets 


As ſlippery as the Gordian knot was 
Is mine; and this will witneſs. outwardly, 

As ſtrongly as the conſcience: does within, 

To th* madding of her lord. On her left breaſt 
A mole, cinque-ſpotted---like the crimſon drops 
I th* bottom of a cowſlip. Here's a youcher, 
Stronger than ever law could make. 

More---to what end? 

Why ſhould I write this down that's rivetted, 


The tale of Tereus, here the leaf's turn'd down, 
Where Philomel gave up---I have <nough; 


there To th' trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Sift, ſwift, you. dragons of the night, that dawning 
May bear its raven's eye: I lodge in fear; 
Tho" this a heavenly angel, hel is here. [Clock frites. 
anne One, two, three: time, time. 
Al He goes into the trunk, the ſcene cloſes. 
Il play, 8 E N E, the Palace. 
ur Enter Cloten, and Lords. N 
0's 06-8 1 Lord. Your lordſhip is the moſt patient man in 
als, the coldeſt that ever turn'd up ace. 
 L:4 C, It would make any man cold fo to loſe. 
other, e rd. But not every man patient, after the 
at doble temper of. yous lordſhip : you are moſt hot 
ſon iu furious when you win. 
| Ct, Winning will put any man into courage: 
| could get this fooliih Imogen, I ſhall have gald 
[Ext uh. It's ulmoſt morning, is't not? 
in ont Lerd. It is, my lord. 


Cl. J would the maſkers and muſicians were 
c N Jam adviſed to give hes muſs a mornings, 
wy ly it wilt penetrate. [ 4 flewrijo. 

Lerd. Here they are, my lord. 

? Exeunt. 


Ct. Come, let's jain. them. 
SCENE, an open Place in the Palace. 
Coten, Lords, Singers, and Mater, diſcover d. 
Come on, tune firit a very excellent good 
ten thing, after à wonderful ſweet air, with 
arable rich words to it, and then let her conſider. 
$ ON 8. 
Hart, hart, the lark at heaw'n's gate fings, 
And Phebus \gins ar iſe, 

His reds te cvater at thaje ſprings 
On chulic d flow rs thet lies: 
d Wirking mury-buds begin | 
To ape their golden c, 


© F n 3 K® Þ 
Lach. The crickets, fing, and man's. o er-labour'd 80% 


ceſs, and not worth my nutice. [ Krocks at 


Screw'd to my memory ! She hath been reading late | 


1 
With every thing that pretty bin 3 
ly. lady ſeoeet, arije! 
Ariſe, ariſe ! N 
at you gone - if this penetrate, I will confi= 
der your muſic the better; if it do net, it is a vice 
in her ears, which horfe-hairs, and cats-guts, nor 


the voice of unpav'd eunuch to boot, can never 


amend. Come, now to our dancing; and if the js 
immoveable with this, the is an immoveable prin- 


ber door. 
A Dance. ; 
Cote Leave us to-ourſelves, | Exeunt Lordi, &. 
If ſhe be up, I'll ſpeak. with her; if not, = 
Let her lie ſtid, and dream. By your leave, hoa ! 
I know her women are about ker---- What 
IF I da lint one of their hands+---"Tis gold 


Diana's rangers falſe themſelves, and yield ap 
Their deer to th' ſtand o'th? ſtealer: and cis gold 
Which makes the true man kilyd; and ſaves the 
thief ; 
Nay, ſometimes hangs both thief and true man: what 
Cam it not do, and undo? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me; for 
I yet not underſtand the caſe. myſelf. | 
By your leave, [ Knocks 
Enter a Lady. 
Lady. Who's there, that knocks? 
Clot. A gentleman, 
Clot. Yes, and a'gen 
Lady. That's more 
Than ſome,, whoſe — ers are as dear as yours, 
"Can juſti y boaſt of. x's your lordſhip's pleafare ? 
Clot. Your lady's perſon. Is the ready? 
Lady. Ay, to keep her chamber, 
Clet. There is gold for du; 
gr me your good report, PE 
Lady. How | my good name ? or to report of you. 
What 1 halb think is good? The princeſs. 85 
I n. 
| Clit. Good-morrow, faireſt; ſiſter, your feet hand. 
| Ima. Good morro, Sir; you lay out too much pains, 
For purchaſing but trouble: 
C/;t. Still I ſwear I love you. 
Imo. If you'd but faid ſo, *twere as deep with me: 
If you fwear ſtiil, your recompence is fill, 
That I regard it not. 
Clot. This is no anſwer. 
Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay I yield, being ſilent, 
I would not. fpeak. I pray you, ſpare me. Faith, 
I ſhall unfold equal difcourteſy 
To your beſt kindxeis one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance, 
Clit. Toleave you in your madneſs, 'twere my fin. 
{ will not. 
Irro. Fadls cure not mad folles. 
Clat. Do you call me fool ? 
Ina As I am mad, I do; 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad. 


Þ 


tlewoman's ſon,. . 


- 


That cures. us both. I am much ſorry, Sir, 
You put me to forget a lady's\ manners; _ 
ut I, who know my heart, do here pronounce, 

by very truth of it, I cate not for you. 
Clst. The conttact you pretend with that baſe 
wretch, | | 
(One bred of aims, and foſter'd witk cold diſhes, 
With ſcra;w 0'the evurt}” it is no contract; none, 
Imo. Prophane fellow! | 


4 


Wert thou the ſon of ſupiter, and no more 


But what. cou art beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To berhis grooms 
Cle The ſouth-fog rot him. 

'B 


— — — — — ——ö— — — — — 


Which buys admittance, oftät doth, yea, and makes 


10 
Jus. He never can meet more miſchance,than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneſt garment, 
That ever hath but clipt his body, is dearer 
In,my reſpect, than all thou haſt to boaſt of. 
How now"! Piſanio! * - Miſſing ber Bracelet. 
8 5 : Freter Piſanio. I 
Clat. His garment | Now the devil. | 
Imo. To Dorothy, my woman, hie thee preſently. 
: Clot. Hits garment ! 3 £ 
Imo MI am ſprighted with a fool, 
Fretted; and angered worſe Go bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too caſually I 
" Hath left mine arm---it was thy maſter's. Shrew me, 
If I would loſe it for a revenue 7 
Of avy king's in Europe! I do think, 
} faw't this morning; confident I] am, 
Laſt night twas hn my arm; I kiſs'd it then--- 
+ ,Pif. vill not be loſt, | 
1:2, 1 hope ſoz go and fearch. [Exit Piſanio. 
Cn. Tou have abus q me- His meaneſt garment - 
I wiil inform your father. 
Imo. Your mother, too; . 
She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worſt of me. 80 I leave you, Sir, 


To th' worſt of diſcontent. [ Exit. 
Clot. I'll be reveng'd.. 
Bis meaneſt garment !——Well, [Exit. 


A CF. I 
SCENE, « Chember in Rome, 
4 Enter Poſthumus and Philario. 
ws N- AR it not, Sir; I would I were fo ſure 
To win the king, as I am bold her honour 
Will remain hers, 
Phil. What means do you make to him? 
Poſt. Not any, but abide the change of time, 
Quake in the preſent winter's tate, and wiſh 
at warmer days would come: in thele fear'd hopes, 
I barely gratify your love; they failing, 
I muſt die much your debtor. 
Phil. Your very goodneſs, and your company, 
O'erpays all I can de. By this your king 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus ; Caius Lucius 
Will do's commiſhon thoroughly. And I think 
He'll grant the tribute; or your countrymen, 
Will look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freth in their grief. | 
Poft, I do believe, | 
Statiſt though I am none, nor like to be, 
That this will prove a war; they'll ſend ne tribute: 
Qur countrymen, the Britons, 
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Cæſar 
Smil'd at their lack of ſkill, but found their courage 
. Worthy his frowning at. Their diſcipline, 
Now mingled with their courage, will make known 
To their approvers, they are people, ſuch 
As mend. upon the world; and more than that, 
They have a king, whoſe love and juſtice to them, 
May aſk and have their treaſures and their blood. 
5 Enter lachimo. Wy 
PA. The ſwifteſt harts have poſted you by land; 
Api winds of all the corners kifs'd your fails, 
15 make your veſſel nimble. \ 
i. Welcome, Sir. 
hope che briefneſs of your anſwer made 
Tre ipecdine:s of your return. 
12:5. Your lady, 


one of the faire that ever I look d upon. 
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Look thro' a caſement to allure falſe hearts, 
And be falſe with them. 
' Jach, Here are letters for you. 

Pt. Their tenor good, I truſt. | | 
Iich. Tis very like, ¶ Poſthumus reads the letters, 

Pbil. Was Caius Lucius in the Britiſh court, 
When you were there ? 
+ Tach. He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 
Poe. All is well, yet. f 
Sparkles this ſtone as it was wont? or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

Tach. If I'd loſt it. : 
I ſhould have loft the worth of it in gold; 
I'll make a journey twioe as far, t'enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, as 
Was mine in Britain; for the ring is won, 

Poſt. The ftone's too hard to come by, 

Tach. Not a whit, 
Your lady being ſo exſy. 

P:ft. Make not, Sir, 


— 


| | Your loſs your ſport; I hope you know that we 


Muſt not continue friends. 
Tach. Good Sir, we mnft, 
If you keep covenant ; had I not brought 
The knowledge of your miſtreſs home, I grant 
We were to queſtion farther ; but I now 
' Profeſs myſelf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 
Peſt. If you can make*t apparent, 
That you have taſted her in bed; my hand, 
And ring is yours : if not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains or loſes 
Your ſword or mine, or maſterleis leaves both, 
To whom fhall find them. 

Iucb Sir, my circumſtances ; 
Being ſo near the truth, as I will make them, 
Muſt firſt induce you to believe ; whoſe ſtrength 
I will confirm with oath, which 1 doubt not 
You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 
They need it not. 

Poſt, Proceed. 

Iac h. Firſt, her bed- chamber; | 
Where I confeſs I ſlept not, but profeſs 
Had that was well worth watching; it was hang 
With richeft ſtuff, the colours blue and ſilver: 
A piece of work 
So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In workmanſhip and value. 

Poſt. This is true; 


Or by ſome other. 

Iach. Mere particulars 
Muft juſtify my knowledge, 

Pes. So they muſt, 
Or do your honour injury, 

Tach. The chimney 
Is ſouth the chamber, and the chimney-piece 
Chaſte Dian, bathing z never ſaw I figures 
So likely to report themſelves ; the painting 
Was as another nature dumb, out-went her, 
Motion and breath lett out. 

Pe. This is a thing 
Which you might from relation likewiſe reaps 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of, 

Tacb. The roof o'th' chamber 
With golden cherubims is fretted. 

Poft. What's this t her honour ? 
Let it be granted you baye ſeen all this, 
(Praiſe be your remembrance) the deſcription 


. Ard tarerew ithal the best; or let her beauty 


Of what is in her chamber, nothing ſaves 


And this you might have heard of kere, by him or x! 


It is a 
Kills n 
Wicre 
Mere 
0: no 
Than! 
O, ab. 

Pk; 
Ard ta 
It may 
Wo! 
Hath f 

25 fl. 
And fe 
Rendet 
Mare e 

lack 


r 


ce wager you have laid. 
lachs Tuck, if you ean, [ Pulling aut the Pracelet. 
de pale; I beg, but leave to air this jewel: les 
And now *tis up agan, 
4 Pi. Jove ! | 
Once more let me behold it: 2471 it that 
Which 1 left with her? 
Lack. Sir, I thank her; that 
dhe trip d it from her arm, (1 ſee her yet;) 
Her pretty action did our-ſelf her gift, 
And yet enrich'd it, too; ſhe gave it me, 
And faid ſhe priz'd it, once, ; 
Pj. May be, the pluck'd it off, to ſend it me. 
Le. She writes lo to you? Doth me? 
Pt. O no, no, no, cis true! Here, take this too, 
| oh iwer the Ring. 
|: is a baſiliſk unto mine eve, 17 74 
Kill: me to look on't: let there be no honour, 
ere there is beauty; truth, where ſemblance; love, 
ere there's another man. The vows of women 
0: no more bondage be, to where they're made, 
Than they are to their virtues, which is nothing; 
0, above meaſure falſe !— 
Phil, Have patience, Sir! 
Ard take your ring again ; tis not yet won; 
|: nay be probable ſhe loſt it ; or, 
Wo knows, one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtol'n it from her. 
0. Very true, ' 
And ſo, I hope, he came by't; back my ring: 
Render to me ſome corporal ſign about her, 
More evident than this; for this was ſtole. 

Jack. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. | 
P43, Hark you, he ſwears ; by Jupiter he ſwears, 
'Tis true:--nay keep the ring--- tis true; 1 am ſure 

be could not loſe it; her attendants are 
A honourable z they induc'd to ſteal it! 
And by a ſtranger !---No, he hath enjoyed her; 
ö The cognizance of her incontinency 
|: this z ſhe hath-boughrt the name of whore, thus 
dearly.” 
Thore, take thy hire, and all the fiends of Hell. 
Druide themſelves between you! 
7. i/. Sir, de patient; 
1414 i- not ſtrong enough to be beliey'd 
4 Ute perſuaded well of--- 
ang * Pp. Never talk on't ; 
: nh been colted by him. 
. It you ſeek 
ther tatisfying; z under her bn 
v. it the preiſing, lies a mole, right proud 
U! 11:2t mort delicate lodging, By my life 
lit, You do remember 
I, tain uponher ? 
P. Ay, and it doth confirm 
An ther ſtain, as big as Hell can hold, 
Were there no mare but it. 
lacb. Will you hear more? 
F. Spare your arithmetick. 
Ne er count the turns: once, and a million. 
_ L' be ſworn--+ 
P.. No ſwearing 2 


q 
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He b. hath againſt himſelf. 
_ © "SCENE, a Chamber. 


7 


Is there no way for men to be, without 
Thele 


e vipers, women ? We are baſtards all; 


SY 


And that moſt venerable man, which I 


Did call my father, was I know not wh 


„Made me a counterfeit ;“ yet my mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time; ſo doth my wife, 


The nonpareil of this--- Oh vengeance, n 


Me of my lawful pleaſure ſne reſtrain d, 

And pray 'd me oft forbearance z did it with 

A pudency ſo roſie, the ſweet view on't 

Might well have warm'd old Saturn 
That I thought her 
As chaſte as unſun d ſnow. 
This yellow lack 
Or leſs: at firſt ! Perchance he ſpoke not, but 
Like a full 4corn'd boar, a German one 

O, torture to my mind! Could 1 find out 

The woman's part ; in me? For there's no motion, 
That tends to vice in man, but I afhrm 

It is the woman's part; be it lying, note it, 

The woman's; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers 
Luft and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, hersz 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, diſdain, 
Nice-longings, ſlanders, mutability; 


Oh, all the devils! 


- | Al: faults that may be named, nay that hell knows: 


| Why hers, in part, or all; or rather all, For even 

to vice * 

They are not conſtant ; but are changing till, 

One vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half ſo old as that. I'll write againſt them, 

Deteſt them, curſe them---yet tis greater ſkill, 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will; 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [Exits 
SCENE, a Palace. [ A Flouri of Trum e. 

Cymbeline, Quceu, Cloten, and Lordi di 3 I 
Euter Caius Lucius, and Attendants. 

n. Now ſay, what would Auguſtus Cæſar with us? 
25 ve. When Julius Cæſar was in Britain, 
Caſſibelan, due uncle, did for him, 

And his ſucceſſion, grant to Rome a tribute, 

Yearly three thouſand pounds z which by thee, lately, 
Is left untender'd. | 
Queen, And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be ſo ever. 

Clot. There may be many Cæſars, 

Fre ſuch another Julius: Britain s a world 

By itſelf, and we will nothing pay 

For wearing our own noſes, 

Tribute] Why ſhould we pay tribute? If Ceſar can 

hide the ſun from us with a blanket, or put the moon 

in his pocket, we will pay him tribute for * ; elſe, 

has: no more tribute. 

Cym. You muſt know, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 


This tribute, we were ſree. Say then to Czſar, 


Our anceſtor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws, whoſe uſe the ſword of Cæſar 


Nou will ſwear you have not FE t, you lye; 
"4 1 will Kill thee, if thou dofſt deny 
10u'lt made het trumpet. | 
lack. In deny nothing. 
P:#, O that I had her here, to tear her limb- meal; 

| vill go there, and do't i'th*court, before 

He n father I 1 do ſome thing LExi. 
. til, Quite beſides 

government of patience, You hore won; 
le : fallow him, and peryert the preſent wrath 


1 


Hath too moch mangled; whoſe repair and franchiſe, 
{ Shall, by the power we hold, be our good —_ 
Though Rome be therefore angry. 

Luc. I am ſorry, 3 
That 1 am te pronounce Auguſtus Cæſar 
Cymbeline's enemy. War and confuſion, 
In Cæſar's name, pronounce 1 *gainſt thee : look. 
For fury not to be reliſted, Thus defy'd, 
I thank thee for myſelf. 


Com. > 4g art welcome, Caius. 


| Enter Poſthumus. x os 


When I was ſtampt. Some coiner with his tools, | 
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imo, in an hour -Was t not 
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; Clor. His majeſty bids you welcome. Make paſ- 
time with us, a day or two, or longer. Tf you ſcek us 
afterwards, in other terms, you ſhall find us in our ſalt- 


8 ET WS »% +< 


. 


Ine. I ſee before me man, nor here, nar here; 
Nor what enſves, but have a fog in them | 


Tbat I cannot look thro'. Away, I pr'ythee, 


water g:;rdie * if you beat us out of it it is yours; if Do as I bid thee; there's no mors to ſay 


you tall in the adventure, our crows ſhall fare the 
better for you. And there's an end. 
Luc. So, Sir. 
Cm. 1 know your maſter's pleaſure, and he mine. 
All the remain is welcome, 
SCENE, a Chamber. 
Enter Piſanio, reading a Letter. 
Piſ. Row | of adultery ! Wherefore write you not 
What manſters have accuſed her, Leonatus ! 
On, maiter ! what a ftrange infection 
Ts fall'n into thine ear! What falſe Italian, 
As pottonous tongu'd as handed, hath prevail'd 
On thy tog ready bearing? Diſſ yal! No, 
She's bpunfh'd tor her truth; and undergnes, 
More goidefs-litze than wife. Jike, ſuch aſſaults 
As wauld take in ſome virtue. Ob, my maſter, 
Tay mind to her is now as low as were | 
Thy fortunes] How! That 1 ſhould murder her, 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which 1 
Wave mae to thy command |---—] her !-----Her 
bload! 
If it be ſo to do good ſervice, never 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look I, 
That 1 ſhould feem'to lack humanity 
So much as this fact comes to? De f.— 
| Reading the letter. 
That I Lave ſort ber, by ber exun command 
Shall give the opportunity: Damn'd paper! 
Black as the ink that's on thee.--- Lo, here ſhe comes. 
| Enter Imogen. 
Jam ignorant in what I am commanded, 
Fo. Row now, Piſanio ? 
Piſ. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 
Imo. Who thy lord? that is my lord Leonatus ! 
Oh, learn'd indecd were that aſtronomer 
I hat Ene the ſtars as I his characters; 
He d lay the future open. You good gods, 
Let what is here contain'd, reliſh, of love, 
Ef my lord's health, of his —. 54 
C 504 wax, thy leave: bleſt be 
Yon bees that make theſe locks of counſel, 
Ccod news, gods! 


| Reading» 
Fuſtire, and your father's wrath, fbould ke take 


me in bis dominion, cculd nit be Jo cruel to me, but 


vou, % the degreft of creatures, would cen renew 


me worth your eyes J Yate g tice that I am in Cambria, 
at Mii/ri-Hawn +: What your exon love will out 
of this adviſe yen, follow, Ho be wiſhes you all hap» 
pirele, teat remains ieyal to his ww, and yeu, in- 
creaſing in le. Leonatus Poſthumus. 
Oh for a hoe with wings! Hear't thou, Piſanio? 
He is at Miliort-Haven. Read, and tell me 
How far tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May pbod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day? Then ſay, Pifanio, 
How far it is to this ſame bleiled Milford? 
How may we fecal from hence? Pr'ythee ſpeak, . - 
He many ſcore of :nilcs may we well ride, 
*Twixt hour and hour? : 
Pif. One ſcore, twixt ſun and ſun, 
Madam's envugh for you: and too much, too. 
Ino. WIL, one that rode to's execution, man, 
Could nevei go {> flow: but this is foolecy, 
Go, bid my women feign a ficlcneſs, ſay 
She'fl home to her father; and provide me, preſent, 
A riding ſuit, no coMier than would at 
A Franklin's houſewife. 


P.ſ. Madam, you'd beft conſider, 


' Good-morrow to the ſun. 


Acceſiible is none but Milford way. [E xeuny; 
SCENE, a Fereſ, with a Cave. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderws, and Arviragus. 
Bel. A goodly day! not to keep houſe with ſuch 


[| Sxeunt. | Whoſe roof s as low as ours. Sc, boys! this gate 


Inftrufts you how t'adare the heavins z and bows you 
To morning's holy ofice. Gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd ſo high that giants may get through, 
And keep their impious turbands on, without 
Hail, thou fair heav'n! 
We houſe i'th* rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly 


| As prouder livers do. 


Cid. Hail, Heavin! _ 
Arv, Hail; Heav'n! | 
Bel. Now for our mountain ſport, up to yon hill, 
Your legs are young: I'll tread theſe flats. Conſider, 
1en yau above perceive me like a crow, 
That it is place which leſſens and Tets off, 
And you may then revolve what tales I told you, 
Of courts of princes, of the tricks in war; 
That ſervice is not ſervice, ſo being done, 
But being foallow'd. To apprehend thus, 
Draws us 2 profit fram all things we fee; * 
And otten, to our comfort, ſhall we find 8 
The ſharded beetle in a ſafer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd-eagle. Oh, this life 
Is nobler than attending for a check; 5 
Ricker, than doing nothing for a hauble; 
Prouder, than ruftling in unpaid-for filk ! 
Such gain the cap of him that makes them fine, 
Yet keep his book uncroſs'd ; no life to ours. 
Guid. Out of your proof you ſpeak; we, pom 
unfledg'd, N 
Have never wing'd from view o'th' neſt ; nor know 
What air's from home. Haply this life is beſt, 
If quiet life is beſt 5 ſweeter to you, 
That have a ſharper known: well correſponding 
With your ſtiff age. But unto us it is 
A cell of ignorance 
A priſon for a debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a limit. | 
Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak of, 
When we are old as you ?- when we ſhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
In this, our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freezing hours away ? We have ſeen nothing. 
Bel. How you ſpeak ! 
But up to the mountains; 
This is not hunter's language. He that ſtrikes 
The veniſon firſt, mall be lord o'th'sfeaft j 
To him the other two ſhell miniſter, 
And we will fear no poiſon which atrends 
In place of greater ſtate. Up, up, 
Fl! meet you in the vallies. | Excunt Guide ænd An, 
How hard it is to hide the ſparks of nature ! 
Thefe #oys know little they are ſons to th king, 
And Cymbeline dreams not they are alive. 
They think they are mine; and, tho' train'd uf 
+ thus meanly, : 
I' th* cave there on the brow, their thoughts do ki 
The roots of palaces, and nature prompts them, 
In fimple and low things, to prince it much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Cadwall, 
(The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 


{ The king, his father, call d Arviragus) Jove! f 


When dn my three- foot ſtool I fit, and tell 


| The warlike feats I've done, his ſpixits fly out 


Into my Rory, ſay, „thus mine enemy fell, 


And, thus I fet my foot on's neck, even ces, 
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The princely blood flaws in his check he ſweats, 

Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture! 

That acts my words, The d Pala 
dour, 

(Once Guiderios) in as hike a figure, 

bekes lite into my ſpeech, and ſhews much more 

His on conceiving- {4 horn fount's. 

Hark, the game is roue'd 

4 Cymbeline | Heav'n and my confeience kn] 

Thou did'ſt unjuſtly baniſh me, heren, 

At three and two years old, I ftale theſe babes, 

Thinking to bar thee of ſucceſſion, as 

Thou reft'ſt me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thuu waſt their nurſe | they tabee thee for their 
mother, 

and every day do honour to her grave. 
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2 upon. Co, dopk af — | 1 
piſanio, the that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poſthumus We 
He has a drug of mine; 1 pray his abſence 
Proceed by Cudllowing cat; for he believes 
It is a thing aſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone? | Haplydefpair hath enen 
Or, wing'd with ferror of her love, hes flown 
To her deſir'd Poſthumgs. Gone the is, 
To death, or to diſhonour; and my end 
Can make gond uſe of either. She being down, 


| 1 have the my of the Britiſh cron. ee. 


C EW E, a Moe. 
2. Pilanie awd Imogen. 


Ino. Thou told'ſt me, when we tame from horſe, 
the place 


Was near at 7 nel o, 9 is Poſthumus 


Myſelf Bellarius, that am Morgan call'd, 

They take for natural father. { Horn ſounds j 
The game is ups * its 
S CEN E, the Palace. 

Enter Cymbeline, ern, Cloten, Lucius, aud Lords. 

Ou. Thus far, and ſo farewel. 

Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir; 

] am right ſorry, that I muſt report you 

My maſter's enemy. I defire of you 

A conduct over land to Milford-Haven. 

Le. My lord, yon ate appeiated for that office; 

e due of honour in no point mit; 

* farewel, noble Lucius. ö 
Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Cat. Receive it friendly, but, from this time 
] wear it as your enemy. , [ forth, 
Luc. Sir, the event 
det to name the winner. Fare you well, 

[ Exit Lucius, Ee. 

Deen. He goes hence Ffrowning : but it honours 
That we hare given him cauſe. 

Cut. Tis all the better, 
our valiant Britons have their wiſhes in it. 

2Leete Tis not Neepy buſineſs, 
W be look d tv ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 

0 ». Our expectation that it ſhould be chus, 
1th made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 
Ve re is gur daughter? She hath not appear d 
helere the Roman, nor to us hath tender d | 
ve duty of the day. She looks as like | 

U "1g more made of malice than af duty; 
noted it, Call her before, us, for 
e been too light in ſutferance.. * 1 Lord. 

ces. Royal Sir, 

ede exile of Poſthumus, met retir d 


[ us, 


Say, good Piſanio ? What is in thy mind, 

Wau makes thee ſtare thus? One but painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perpl-x'd 

| Beyond ſelf-explication. What's the matter? 

Why tender ſt thou that paper to me ? 

| Mit be furamer news, 

Smile to't before; if winter, thou neet't 

But keep that count nance ſtill. Myhufband's hand? 
That drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-crefted him, 


tongue 


May take off ſome extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to mg. 


Piſ. Pleaſe you, read, 
And you ſhall find me wretched man, a thing | 


The mot difdain'd.of fortune. 
Imogen reads. 2 
Thy miſtreſs, Piſanio bath play d the Prumpet in 
my bed: 2 — — tie 4 in me. 
I ſpeak not out of nazak ſurmiſes, but — ef, «s 


Prong as rief, and as a as 1 expe my re- 

— T. 2 then, Piſanio, muff * 2 if 

thy faith be mat tainted with 2 breath f hers. Let 

rhine an hand take a ber life Iba gin 

e pertuniiy, at Milford- amen She bath * letrer 

Ver the purpoſe : where, i if thou fear to fre, and to 

[make vie certain it is done, thou ant 1 to ber 
diſhonaur, and to weeds 

Piſ. What, ſhall I need to draw my ſword, the paper 

Hath cut her throat, already! No, tis flander, 

Whoſe edge is ſharper than the ſword, whoſe tongue 

Out-yenorms all the worms of Nile, whoſe breath 

Rides on the poſting winds, and * 1 

All cornem of the world. 

What chear, Madam ? 


ber life been; the cure whereof, my dord, 'f Imo. Falſe to his bed! What is it to be tue? 
"me muſt do. Beſeech your mazeſty, To ie in watch there, und to think on him? 
car ſharp ſpeeches to her. To weep twist clock and clock ? . 
Re-enter 1 Lord. nature, 
G. Where is the, Sir? How - - To break it with à ſearful dream of him, 
der contempt be anſwer'd ? - jAndery myſelf awake? That's falſe 'to's bed] it? 
d Pleaſe you, Sir, Piſ. Alas! lady! 
hambers are all lock d, and there's no anſper 1 Imo. 1 thy conſcience witnefs, kahle 7 


lde given to th' loudeſt noiſe we make. 
er. My lord, when laſt 1 went to viſit her, 
a me to excule her keeping cloſe, 
„ conſtrain'd by her infirmity, 

hould th at auty leave unpaid to you, 

h ch daily me was bound to proffer. This 


de to blame in memory. 
. Her doors lock d 


ve falſe! 


Ween, Son, 1 fay ; ; fallow the king. 
i, That man of her's, PMſanio,. her old ſervant, 


wn a me to make known ; but our great court | Med's vous ane women's traitow. All 


| en of late | Grant, Heavens, that which I fear 


dot leen tkeſe two dayh Lai. 


Thou didft aceule him of incontinency, 

} Thou then look'ſt like a villain 3 now, methinks, © 

Thy favour's good enough. Some jay of Italy, 
\ Whoſe feathers were her painting, hath betray's 
Poor I am ftale, a garment out of faſhion z Thimm: 
I muſtbe ript; to pieces with me. Oh, 

By thy revelt, oh, huſband, ſhall be 4heught 

Put aw for villainy! 

Pif. Good Madam, i 


Eri. Imo. Come, fellow, be thou honeſt; 


Do thou thy maſter's bidding. When thou ſeeſt him, 
4 little witneſs my obedience. Look, 
I draw the ſword anylclt; zake it, and hit 


And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, man; thy 


» thee ” 


—— 1 Og ere — 


i 
: 
: 
? 
| 
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The innocent manſion of my love, my heart; 
Fear not; tis empty of all things but grief; 
Thy mafter is not there, who was, indeed, 
The riches of it. Do his bidding, ſtrike; 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better cauſe, 
But now thou fem' a coward. 
Piſ. Hence, vile inſtrument, 
Thou ſhalt not damn my hand. 
Imo. Why, I muſt die: 
And if 1 do not by thy hand, then art 
No ſervant of thy maſter's. - Againſt ſelf-ſlaughter 
ere is a prohibition ſe divine 
That cravens my weak hand. a here's my 
heart 
Something's afore oft, foft, we'll no defence. 
What's here [ Opening ber my 
The ſcriptures of the loyal Leonitus, - 
All turn'd to hegely? Away, away. 
[Pulling his letter out of her boſom. 
Corrupters of my faith, ou ſhall no more 
Be ſtomachers to my hearts Pr'ythee, diſpateh; 
The lamb intreats the butcher: Where's the knife? 
Thou art too flow- to do thy gy" s bidding, 
When I deſire it too. 
Piſ. O gracious lady 
Since I receiv'd command to do this buſineſs, 
J have not ſept one wink. 
Imo. Do't and to bed then. 
N Piſ. Ill break mine eye- balls, firſt. 
{ 3 Sol Wherefore, then, didſt undertake it? 
Why haſt thou gone ſo far, 
To be unbent, when thou haſt ta en thy rind,” 
'Th' elected deer before thee ? 
: Piſ. Cut to win time f 
To loſe ſo bad employment, in the which 
| J have conſider d of a courſe, Good lady, 
Hear me with patience. 
Imo. Talk thy tongue weary, ſpeak 3 
J have heard I am a ſtrumpet, and mite ear, 
'Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that, But ſpeak, 
Piſ. It cannot be, 
But that my maſter is abus'd; ſome villain, 
Ay, and fingular in his art, hath done you both 
This curſed injury. 
Imo. Some N courtezan > 
Piſ. No, on my life. 
I'll give him notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody fign of it, for tis commanded 
J ſhould do ſo. You ſhall be miſs'd at court, 
And that will well confirm it. | 
Imo. Why, gobd fellow ;' 
What ſhall 1 do the while? Where bide ? How live ? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my huſband ? | 
Piſ. If you'll back to th” court; | 
Imo. No court, no father. 
Piſ. If not at court, 
l Then not in Britain muſt you bide. Where then? 
— Ins. Hath Britain all the ſun that ſhines ? | 
There's living ut of Britain. 
Piſ. I am moſt glad 
You think of other place. Th' be 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford- Haven 
To-morrow. Now, if you could wear a mien 
Dark as your fortune is, you ſhould tread a courſe, 
Pretty, and full of view; yea, happily; near 
The reſidence of Poſthumus ; fo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his action were not vifible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your ear 
As truly as he moves. 
Imo. Oh for ſuch means 
Though peril to my modeRy, not death on't, 


— 


4 EY 
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I would adventure. werfe 
Piſ. Well then, here's the point. oneſt 
You muſt forget to be a woman, change x thy 
Command into obedience. | | Pi. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit FE Cx. 
{('Tis in your cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hoſe, al py of 
at anſwer to them. Would you in their ſerving, 77 
And with what imitation you can borrow root | 
From youth ef ſuch a ſeaſon, *fore noble Luciug nd mi 
Preſent yourſelf, defire his ſervice, tell him Cu. 
Whetein you're happy, which will make him fo, ther. 
(If that his head have ear in muſic) doubtleſs, Pi. 
With joy he will embrace you; for he's honourable, diu. 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Fer means abroad] hou vil 
You have me rich, and ] will neyer n pon a 
Beginning nor ſupply. | mus 
Vio. Thou art all the comfort * w V 
The gods will diet me with. This A. ad wh 
I'm ſoldier to, and will abide it with dot her 
A prince's coutage. Away, I pr ythee. ould I 
Piſ. Well, Madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewel, 
Leſt being miſs'd, I be ſuſpeQed of 
| Your carriage from the court, My noble miſtreſ, il L.. 
Here is a phial glaſs, have t 
What's in't is precious. If you are ſick at ſeq, we 
Or ſtomach qualm'd at land, à taſte of this an that 
Will drive away diftemper. To ſome ſhade, hen #1 
And fit you to your manhood, May the gods [hou w. 
Direct you to the beſt. bundat 
Ino. Amen! I thank thee. ¶ Excunt ſeveral 1 
Ft = a could x 
* K 
g f i Wen n 
A te T IV. 5 n 
$-C EN E, . Palaces ao 
: Enter Cloten, how art 
Clet. J Love and hate her: For ſhe's fair and roi. hung 
I love her; but, * 
Diſdaining me, and throwing favours on 3 
The low Poſthumus, ſlanders ſo her judgment, 
1 wil conclude to hate her. 18 de 
Enter Piſanio. h ele 
Who i is here? Ah, you precious pander ! Villain Wl.”'? = 
Where is thy lady? In a word, or elſe Fran * 
Thou art ſtraightway with the ends, oY = 
Piſ. Oh, good my lord! ＋ wy 
Clot. Where is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter, * "_ 
II will not aſk again. Cloſe, villain, : * : 
| I'll have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip AL 10. 
Thy: heart to find it. Is the with Poſthumus? 1 
Piſ. Alas, my lord, 54 7 
How can ſhe be with him? When was the miſi't] 3 


Clot. Where is the, Sir ? ſatisfy me home, 4 
What is become of her ? * 


Piſ. Oh, my all-worthy lord ! 2 
Cht. All-worthy villain ! | Ter 
Speak, or thy ſilence on the inſtant is 1 N 
Thy condemnation and thy death, Arg 
Piſ. Then, Sir, ub 
This paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 10 we 
Touchiag her flight. * * 
1 Clot. Let's ſee t. I will yy her, 8 
Even to Auguſtus throne. ee 
Fiſ. Or this, or periſh, [4-0 4 U 
She's far enough, and what he learns by this "oY 
May prove his travel, not her danger. : Ra, 
Cher. Sirrah, is this letter true? 8 FR 
Piſ. Sir, as I think. . 8 
Chat. It is Poſthumus's hand, I Know't. SW 0 
if thou wouldſt not be a villain, but to do we t "on " 


ſeryice ; that v, what villainy foe'er 1 Ave 


ꝛerform It direQly and * Iwould think thee an 
neſt man: thou ſhouldſt neither want my means 
«thy relief, nor my voice for thy preferment. 

P.. Well, my good lord. 

C. Give me thy hand, here's N purſe. Haſt 
py of tag late maſter's garments in thy poſſeſſion? 
5. 1 have, my lord, one at my lodging,which he 
brot to take with him; it was a favourite of my lady 
ad miſtreſs» 


Clit. The firſt ſervice thou doſt me, fetch that ſuit 


ther. 
o Piſ 1 ſhall, my lord, F xit. 
bi (iu. Meet thee at Milford-Haven ! Even there, 
w villain, Poſthumus, will I kill thee. She ſaid, 


pon 2 time, that ſhe beld the very garment of Poſt- 
mus in more reſpect than my noble and natural per- 
1 With thatſuit upon my back, will I attack her; 
u when my appetite hath dined, to the court I'll 
wt her home again. My revenge is now at Milford; 
zuld I had wings to follow it ! [Exir. 
SCENE, the Foreft and Cave. 
Enter Imogen, in Boy's Cloaths. * 

Ie. I fee a man's life is a tedious one 

have tired myſelf; and, for two nights together, 
due made the ground my bed. I ſhould be flick, 

it that my reſolution helps me. Milford, 

When from the mountain top Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou waſt within a ken. Oh, Tove, 1 think 
wndations fly the wretched ! ſuch, I mean, 

Where they ſhould be reliev'd. Two beggars told 

me, 
could not miſs my way. Will poor folks lie, 
it have afflictions on them? Yer no wonder, 
wen rich ones ſcarce tell d, To lapſe in ful - 
nets 

Torer t. han to lie fot need; wal fal hood 
worte in kings, than beggars. My dear lord, 
art one o' th' falſe ones—now I think on thee, 

\ hunger's gone, but even before I was 
pint to fink for food. But what is this? 


erally, 


is a path to't---"Tis ſome ſavage hold; 
«ere bett not call; I dare not call; yet famine, 
* it clean o'erthrow nature, makes it yaliant, 
enty and peace breed cawards, hardneſs ever 
| 1ardineſs is mother. Hoa |! Who's heig ? 
any thing that's civil, ſpeak. | 
0anſwer : then I'll enter. 
*t draw my ſword z and if mine enemy 
it fear my ſword like me, he'll ſcarcely look on't. 
ant ſuch a foe, good heav'ns. 
[ 3 be goes into the Cave. 
Erter Bellatius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
Bal. You, Paladour, have prov d beſt woodman, and 
* maſter ot the feaſt 5 Cadwall and | 
play the cook, and ſervant; come, our ſtomachs 
make what's homely, ſavourly ; wearineſs 
a1 al ore upon the flint, when reſty ſloth 
dne down pillow hard. Now peace be here, 
, + houſe, that keeps thyſelf, 
bid, There is cold meat i'th' cave, we U brouze 
3 that, 
da what we have kill'd be cook'd. 
Stay come not in- [Looking in. 
t that it eats our victuals, I mould think 
* Were a fairy. 
0 * What's the matter, Sir? 
By Jupiter, an angel ! or if not, 


miss d! 


* 


| 14 
his. 


| eerthiy paragon. Behold divineneſs, 
titer than a boy. 
Sim Enter Imogen, from the Cave.” 
ne we Ir. Good maſter, barm me not; 


THT wt entered here, I cali d, and "thought 


[ Seeing the Cave. 
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To have * or bought, what I have took : good 
tro g 
I have ſtol'n "nought, nor * not, theugh I had 
found 
Gold ſtre wd ĩ'thꝰ floor. Here's money for my meat; 
I would have left it en the beard, fo ſoon 
As I had made my meal, and 3 . 
With prayers for the provider. 
Guid. Money, youth!“ 
A-. Atl gold and filver rather turn to un; 3 
As tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip dirty gods. 
Ime. I ſee you're angry: 
Know, if you kill me for my fault; I ſhould 
| Have dy'd had T not made it. 
Bel. Whither bound ? 
Ino. To Milford- Haven. 
Bel. What's your name ? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir: 1 have à kinſman who 
Is bound for Italy; heembark'd at Milford; 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, 
I am fall'n in this affence, - 
Bel. Pry" thee, fair youth, 
Think us not cherls; nor meaſure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encountered; 
Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks do ſtcay and eat it. 
Boys, bid him welcome. : 
Arv, I'll love him, as my brother: 
And ſuch a welcome as I'd give to him, 
After long abſence, ſuch is yours. 
Guid, welcome : 
Be ſprightly, for you fall "mongſt friends. 
Ino. 'Mong' friends, 4 
If brothers + would it had been fo, that they 
Had been my father's ſons! then had my prize 
Been leſs, and ſo more equal to thee, Poſthumus, 
Bel. He wrings at ſome diftreſs, 
Gxid: Would I could free it! 
Arv. Or I, whate'er it be, n | | 
What pain it coſt, what danger. ; 
Bel. Hark, boys. on 2 _» [Pbiſprring. 
Imo. Great men, Pak 
That had'a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conſcience ſeal'd them, laying by 
That nothing-gift of different multitudes, ©  * 
Could not out- piece theſe twain. Pardon me, gods, 
I'd change my ſex ta be companion with them, 
Since Pothumus is falſe. 
Bel. It ſhall be fo: | 
Boys, we'll go dreſs our hunt. Fair youth, come in; 
Diicourſe is heavy, faſting ; when we have ſupp d, 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy tory, 
So far as thou wilt ſpeak it. 
Guid. Pray draw near. 
Arv. The night to th' owl, 
And morn to th' lark, leſs welcome. 
Imo, Thanks, Sir. 
Tv. 1 pray, draw near. 
SCENE, the Foreſt. 
Enter Cloten alone. 
Cet. T am neu to the place where they ſhould meet, 
if Piſanio have map'd it truly. Ho fit his garme ts 
{erve me | Pofthumus, thy head, which is now grow- 
ing upon thy thouders,ſhall within this hour be off, thy 
miſtreſs entore d, thy garments cut to pieces before 
her face, and all this done, I'll ſpurn her home to her 
father, who may, haply, be a little angry for my ſo 
rough ulage; but my mother having power of hie 
tell ne ſo, ſhall turn all inc my commendations. My 
horte is ty'd up ſafe ; out, ſword, and to a ſore pur- » 
pole ; fortune put them into my hand; this is the 


[ Exeunt. 


16 
of their meeting · place, and the fel- 


. low dares not deceive me. 
SCENE, the Cave. 
Euter Bellarius, Guiderusy Arviragus, and Imogen. 


Bel. You are not well: remain bere in the cave, | 


We'll come to you after hunting 
Arv. Brother, ſtay here ; 5 
Are we not brothers? 
Imo. So man and. man ſhould hos 
But clay and clay differs. in dignity, 
Whoſe duft is both alike. I am very ſick. 
Guid. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Ino. So lick I am not, yet I am not well. 
So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Stick to your journal courſe ; the breach of cuſtom, | 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no camfort 
To one not fociable: k am not very ſick, 
Since I can reaſon of it, Pray you, truſt me here! 
Aru. Brother, farewel. 
Imo. 1 wiſh you (port. 
Aru. You health.---So pleaſe you, Sir. 
Ine. Theſe are kind creatures. Gods, what lies 
bave I heard! 
Our courtiers ſay, all's ſavage but at court: 
Jam fick ill, heart- ck Piſanio, 
Fil now taſte of thy drug. [ Drinks. out 
Guid, I could not ftir him.: 
| He ſaid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
!  Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeit. 
Arv. Thus did he anſwer me; yet. ſaid, hereafter | 
I might know more. 
Bel. To th' field, to th* feld: 
We'll leave you. for this time 3 z go in, and reſt. 
Aru. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not lick, 
For you muſt be our houſewife, 
Imo. Well or ill, I am. bound to your - 
Biel. This youth, howe'er didreſs'd, __ 
Good anceftors. 
Aru. How angel-like he ſings; 
Guid. Yet do I note, 
That grief and patience rooted in him both 
Mingle their ſpurs together. 
Bel. It is great morning, come away. Who's 


there? 


925 


Enter Cloten. 
Clet. I cannot find thoſe runagates, that villain 
Hath mock'd me. | Exat. 
Bel. Thoſe runagates ! 


Means he net us? I partly know him ; *tis 


Cloten, the ſon 0'th' queen 3 I fear ſome ambuſh— 
Guid, He is but one! you and my brother ſearch 
What companies are near: pray vou away. 


Let me alone with him. {Excunt Bel. and Arr. 


Re-entey Cloten. 

Ct. Soft; what are you 
That fly me thus? Somevillain-mountaineers--- 
I've heard of ſuch. Thou art a robber, | 
A law-breaker, à villain : yield thee, thief. 

S. To whom? to thee ? What art thou? Have 

nat [ 

An arm as big thine? a heart as big? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art, 
Why L ſhould vield to thee?, . 

Car. Thou villain baſe, 
Kaow'ſt me not by my cloaths ? 


Guid. No, nar thy taylor, who made thoſe cloaths, Thou divine nature! how thyſelf thou blazon'ft 


Which, as it ſeeras, make thee. 
Core Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble, 


c Y M B E KE * 
. 


[ Exit« || 


the Phial. 


Can we ſet eye on; but in all fafe reaſon 


Grid. What's thy oo 80 
Clot. Cloten, thou villain. 
Guid. Clotrn l then double villain be thy naue; 
I cannot tremble at it; were it toad, adder, on 
"F would move me ſooner. | 
Clor. To thy further fear, | 
Nay, to thy mere Sanftes, thou ſhalt know 
I am ſon to'th* queen. 
; Guid. I am ſorry for't; not ſeeming 
80 ä 
Clot. Art not afraid? 
Gnid. Thoſe that I reverence, thoſe 1 fear, & 
At fools T laugh, not fear them. [wiſe 
Chr, Die the death : 
When F have ffain thee with my proper hand, 
Flt follow thofe that even now fled hence, 
And' on the LD of Lud's town ſet your heads, 


(Their 
That b 
And m 
That al 
To roy 
Cinlity 
That u 
As if i. 
What 0 
Or wh: 


Yield, ruſtick mountaineer. ['Fight, and exeunt wy 
Enter Bellarius and Arviragus. | Guid 
Pri. No company's abroad, Fore =_ 


Arv. None in the wortd; you did miſtake hin 
Bel. No, time hath nothibg blurr*d thaſe liz 
of ravour 
Whick then he wore; the ſnatches in hit voice, 
And burft of ſpeaking, were as his: I'm abſolute 


"Twas very Cloten. Bel. 
Aro. Tn this place we left them. * 
Bel. Net ſee thy brother. N 


nter Guiderius. 

Grid, This Cloten was a fool; Not Mereule 
Could have knock'd out his brains, far he had nen 

Bel What haft thou done? | 

Guid, Cut off one Cloten's head, 

Sow to the queen, after his own report. 

Bel, We are all undone. 

Guid. Why, worthy father, what have we to loſe 
But that he fwore to take, our lives * The law 
Protects not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of fteſu threat us, 

Play judge and executioner all himſeif? 
[had For we do fear no law. What company 
Diſcover you abroad? 

Bel. No ſingle ſoul 


He muft have ſome attendants. 
It is not . obable He'd come alane. 
T had na mind 


To hunt this day: the boy Fidele's ficknefs * 
Did make my way long forth. Re 0 

Guid, With his own ſword, ind 1 
Which he did wave againft my throat, I have ta 2 


His head from him: I'll throw't into the crees 
Behind our tock; and let it to the ſea, 
And tell the fiſhes, he's the queen's ſon, Cloten, 
That's all I care. [Exh 

Bel. I tear it will be reveny'd: 
Would, Paladour, thou had ſt not done't : tho valout 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arty, Would 1 had done't. 

Bel. Well, tis done: 
We'll hunt no-more to- day, nor ſeek Ard 
Where there's no profit. I pry'thee to our 
You and Fidele play the cooks : Ill ſtay 
Til haſty Paladour return, and bring him 
To dinner preſently. 

Arv. Poor ſick Fidele! to gain his colour 
I'd let a river of ſuch Cloten's blood, 
And praiſe myſelf for charity. 


[ 


Bel. O thou ęoddeſs, 


In theſe two princely boys: they are as gentle 
As zephyrs blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging hiv tweet head; and yet, 2 roughy 
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Their royal blood enchaf d) as the rud'ſt wind 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine 
and make him ſtoop to th' vale, Tis wonderful, 
That an inviſible inſtiact ſhould frame them 
To royalty unle arn'd, honour untaught, 
Crility not ſeen from other; valour 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
4x if it had been ſow'd : yet ſtill tis ſtrange 
What Cloten's being here to us ends, 
or what bis death will bring us! 

Enter Guiderius. 

Cuid. Where's my brother? 2 ; 
| have ſent Cloten's clot-pole down the ftream, 
| embaſſy to his mother; his body's hoſtage 
For his return. | [ Solemn muſic. 

gel. My ingenious inſtrument ! 
Hark, Paladour! it ſounds : but what occaſion 
Hith Cadwall now to give it motion? Hark! 

Guid. Is he at home? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Grid. What does he mean ? 
dice death of my dear mother, 

It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn th 
hould anſwer ſolemn accidents. 

| Enter Arviragus. 

Bil. Look, here he comes: 

nd brings the dire occafion in his looks, 
UH what we blame him for. 
Arv. The bird is dead 
hat we have made ſo much on. Thad rather 

we ſcipt from ſixteen years of age to ſixty, 

han have ſeen this. 

Guid. Oh, ſweeteſt, faireſt lily! 

nd art thou gone, my poor Fidele! 

Za. What, is he dead? how found you him? 

Arvi Stark——-ſmiling as ſome fly had tickled 

ſlumber, 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at: his right 
cheek 
Nepoſing on a cuſhion, 
Cuid, Where? 
Arv. O'th' floor. 
I thought he ſlept, and put | 

ſy clouted brogues from off my feet, whoſe rudeneſs 

werd my ſteps tos loud, 

el. Great griefs, I ſee, medicine the leſs. For 

Cloten 
u quite forgot. He was a queen's ſon, boys, 

ad tho" ke came our enemy, remember 

He paid for that: our foe was princely ;_ 


ings 


to loſe 


_ 1d though you took his life, as being our foe, _ 

eek bury him as a prince. Go, bring your lily. 
| [Exeunt Guid. and Arv. 

Ken, Id! melancholy ! | 


do ever yet could ſound the bottom ? find 
{te 002e, to ſhew what coaſt thy ſluggiſh carrack 
Might eaneſt harbour in? Thou bleſſed thing, 


. Jove knows what man thou might'ſt have made, 
but oh! 
tou dy'dſt, a moſt rare boy of melancholy, 
ger Enter Guiderius and Arviragus, with the Bodies. 
rock, me, let us lay theſe bodies each by each, 


nd trew 'em o'er with flow'rs ; and on the morrow 
dual the earth receive em. 
Av. Sweet Fidele 
Fear ag more th' heat o' th' fur 
Nor the furious winter's blaſt; 
thou thy worldly taſk haſt done, 
And the dream of life is paſt. 
Cid. Monarchs, ſages, peaſants muſt . 
ow thee, and come to duſt. 
LE rent with the badies- 


| By a ſharp torture, 


| | There wants no dillgence in ſeeking him, 


| 


1. 


þ SCENE, the Palare. 
Emer Cymbeline, Lords, and Piſanio. 

2 Again; and brug me word how tis with her. 
| A fever with the abſet ce of her ſon ; 
Madneſs, of which her life's in danger. Imogen, 
The great purt of my comfart, gone! My queen 
Upon a deſperate be l, and in a time 
When fearful wars peint at me ! Her fon gone, 
So needful for this preſent ! It ſtrikes me, paſt 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow, 

Who needs muſt know of her departure, and 
| Doſt ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee. 


17 


Piſ. Sir, my life is yours, ſet it at your will. 
1 Lord. Good, ty liege, | | 

The day that ſhe wis miſſing, he was here; 

I dare be bound he's true, and mall perform 


All parts of his ſubjt ction loy ally. For Lord Cloten. 


He will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym. The time d troubleſome z 
We'll lip you for a ſeaſon, but our jealouſy 
Does yet depend. 

2 Lord. So pleaſe your majeſty, | 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaſt, | 

Cym. Now for tie counſel of my ſon and queen = 
Lam amaz'd with matter; let's withdraw, | 
And meet the time, as it ſeeks us z we fear not 
What can frem Italy annoy us, but 
We grieve at chances here—Away—— | Fxcuxt-- 

Piſ. I've had no letter from my maſter ſince 
I wrote him Imogen was lain; tit range ! 
Nor hear I from my miſtreſs, who did praumife 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know F 
What is betide to Cloten, but remain 

erplex'd in all. The heav'ns till muſt work. 
Wherein I'm falſe, I'm honeſt ; not true, to be true. 
Theſe preſent wars ſhall find I love my country, 
Ev'n to the note of th* king, or I'll fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let em be cleat d; 
Fortune brings in ſome boats that are not ſtcer'd, 

[ Exk. 


. 


| Se EN E., « Fort. 


Imogen and Cloten oz « Bank firew'd ith Flowers. 
Imogen ales. 

Ves, Sir, to Milford- Haven, which is the way ?— 
I thank you---by yon buth- pray how far thither “ 
'Ods pittikins can it be ſix miles yet ?—— | 
I have gone all night---'faith, I'll lie down and flee. 
But ſoft ! no bedfellow---Oh gods, and godeſſes! 

| _ [Sering the lady. 

The flow'rs are like the pleaſures of the world : 
This bloody man the care ont. I hope I dream 
For ſure I thought I was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honeſt creatures. 
I tremble till with fear; but if there be 
Yet left in heav'n as ſmall a drop of pity 
As a wrem's eye; oh, gods! a part of it! 
The dream's here till ; even when I wake, it 12 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, fel“. 
A headleſs man !-- The garments of my Poſthumgus! 
I know them well, this is his hand 


—— 


„ 


Murdered—Piſanio | 
Twas thou, conſpiting with that devil Cloten, 
Haſt here cut off my lord. Pifanio ! i 


How ſhould this be, Piſanio ! "Tis he? 

The drug he gave me, which he ſaid was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd'rous to the ſenſes > Mat confirms it home: 
This is Piſanio's deed,, a Cloterf's deed. | 


Oh, my -—_ ! my lord! (Lia deu np 67 the be 


| 
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Imo. I am iothing; or if nat, 


* — 
* \. . » 


wy: - ; \ 
r M B 
| Enter Lucius a Captaing,  ' | 
Lyc. But what from Mone? EE, wok 
Cap. The ſenate hath firr'd up the confiners, 
And gentlemen of Itaiy, mat willing tpirits, 
That promiſe noble ſet vice i and they come | 
Under the conduct of old 1achimo, 
Syenna's brother. | 
Luc. When expect you than? 
Cap. With the next benefit e th' wind, 
Lac. This forwardneis - 
Makes our hopes fair. Soft, ho! what trunk is 
here 
Without his top? The ruin ſpeaks, that, ſome 
time, 
It was a worthy bf lding, Hv! a page 
Or dead or ſleepin f on him? but dead rather: 
For nature doth d or to make his bed 
With the defuncc, or ſleep upon the dead. 
Let's fee the boy's face, 
Cap. He's alite, my lord, a ; | 
Luc. He'll tn intruct us 2f this body. Young, 
one, 
Inform us of tay fortunes, for it ſeems 
They crave to be demanded: who is this 
Thou mak'it thy bloody pitiow ? What art thou? 


* 


Nothing to be were better. I his was my maſter, | 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, | 
That here by raountaineers lics flain: alas! 
There are no more fuch maiters ! 
Luc. Lack, good youth 
Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 
Thy maſter in bleeding. Say thy name, good itiend ? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
Luc. Thy neme well fits thy faith; | 
Wilt take thy chance with me ? 1 will not ſay 
Thou ſhalt be fo well matter'd 3 but, be ſure, 
No leſs belov'd. Go with me. 
Imo. III follow, Sir: but firſt, an't pleaſe the | 


gods, 
Tu hide my maſter from the forwls, as deep 

As theſe poor pickaxes can dig; and when 

With wild wogd-leaves, and weeds, 1 ha' ſtrew'd 
his grave, * v6 

And on it ſaid a century of pra: ers 

(Such as I can) twice der, I'll weep and ſigh 5 

And leaving fo his fervice, follow you, 

So pleaſe you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth, 

And rather father thee, than maſter thee, My 
friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties ; let us 

Find out the prettieſt dazied-plot we can, | 

And make him, with our pikes and partizans, 

A grave. Boy, he is preterr'd 

By thee to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 

Ax lolliers can. Be chearfu!l, wipe thine eyes; 

Some Falls are means the happier to ariſe. > 

Brit him along. D 


„ m A 
* 
- 


5s nt the CON 
S EN E. « Foul, A March at « Diflance. 
Erter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Atviragus. | | 
A v. 


{Exernt. | 


a 1 8 ' 


NE noiſe is round about us, 
Bel, Let us from it. 

_ We'll higher to che mouritaing, there ſecure us. 
To the king's party there's no going ; newneſs 


| So out of thought, and thereto ſo g'ergrown, 


To thame the guiſe o th' world, 1 will betzi a 


. 
Among the hands, may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd: and fo extort from's that 
Which we have done, whoſe anſwer would be dex 
Drawn on, with torture. | 

Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt 
(In ſuch a time) nothing becoming you 
Nor latistying us. 3 

Ju. It is not likely, i 
That when they hear the Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes 
And ears ſo cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. Oh, Iam known 


Of many in the army: and, beſides, t ; king 


| wea 
Hath not deſerv'd my ſervice, nor your loves. 4 
FEULLT, 


Guid. Pray, Sir, to the army; 
I and my brother are not knowa ; yourſelf 


Cannot be queſtion'd. 

Ar. By this ſun that ſhines, 1 
['i! thither 5 what thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee man die, ſcarce ever look q on blood 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and veniſo 


| am aſham'd to look upon the holy ſun, to hate _ 
The benefit of his bleſt beams, remaining | . 
So long a poor unknown . 3 
Guid. By heav*ns, III go! jor 1 
IF yau will bleſs me, Sir, and give me leave, 5 } 
l take the better care: but if you will not, * 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by ne 
"The hands of Romans. I . 
Aru. So lay I. | : 
Bel. No ee I, fince of vour Hives you'ſet N Fw 
80 (light a valuation, thould reſerve... - + Hae” 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with yu Fw 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 11. C. 
That is my bed, too, lads, and there PII lie. 15 
LE 
SCENE, a Field between the Brivid offi, . 
Roman Camp. | RX 
Enter Poſthumus, with s bloody MandkerchieW.  . 
Peft. Yea, bloody <joth, I'li keep thee; . _s 
I witht : F ve are 
Thou ſhould'ſt be colour'd thus. You married e head 
If each of you would take this courſe, how man - 
Mutt murder wives much better than yourſelves I - 
For wryipg but a little ? Oh, Pifanio ! 47901 
Every good ſervant does not all commands P; 45 
Ne bond, but to dv juft ones. Gods ! if you © oe. 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I x * 
Had liv'd to put on this ; fo had you fav'd 1 
The noble Imogen to tepent, and ſtruak Ks 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. fine 
But Imogen is your own, do your beſt wills, hen, 
And make me bleſt to obey. I am brought hithe — 1 
Amort the Italian gentry, and to fight ok 
Againft my lady's kingdom; tis enough pit 
That, Britain, I have killa thy miſtreſs; pes ut, ei 
I'll give vo wound to thee therefore, good hen "Ha 
Hear patiently my purpoſe ; I have conceal'd Lind, 
My Italian weeds, under this ſemblance 40 658 
Or a Britiſh peaſant ; ſo I' üglit L Fi. Na 
Againf! the part I come with: fo I'll die k thele, u 
For thes, O Imggen, for whom my life 
Is every breath à death; and thus unknewa, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril pe. T. 
Myſelf I'l} dedicate. [ Trumpet ſound: . * 
Hark ! hark! I'm call'd. ' 


God:, put the Rrength o' th' Leonati in me 


The fahion. Leis without, and more wi 7 


Or Cleten death, we being get Knovn, nor maſter's 


— 


$CENE, « Fidd of Battle... 


and Fight betwen the ns and Britons ; 
that F * 5 Romans pal 5 off. _ EM 
/ Poſthumus and Iachimo, 


drops his ſer 
1,4. Or yield thee, Romaa, or thou dy't! -_ 
Ib. Peaſant, behold my hreaft. _ * 
P;f. No, take thy life, and mend it. [ Fx. Poſt. 
kb, The heavineſi and lin withig my boſom 

ies off my manhood, I've bely's lady, 

+ princeſs of this country, and the air on't 
eacingly enfeebles me; or could this carle, 

ery drudge of nature, have ſubdu'd me 

ny profetlion : knighthoods and honours, borne 


þ | wear mine, are titles hut of ſcorn. 
"ng 4 heav'n againſt me, What is {word or held ! 
_ gullt, my guilt, o'erpowers me, and I * 
4 At. 

N sc EN E, « Mund. 
*. Enter Piſanio, and 1 Lord. 

t Lord, This is a day turn'd ſtrangely, 

in't thou from where they made the and ? 


Pi. did: 


od zough You, it ſeems, came from the fliers. 
veniſon ,. 1 did. 2 
0 dari»; Ng blame,to you, Sir; for all was loſt, 

u that the heay'ns fought ; the king himlele | 

bis wings deſtitute, the army broken, 

x! but the backs of Britoas ſeen: all flying 
ves ugh a Rraight lane, the enemy full-hearted, 
wt rg the tongue with Nleughtering, firuck down 

ne mortally, ſome lightly touch d, ſome falling 

tely through fear; that the fraight paſs was 
* damm d | | 
dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
wich lengthen'd ſhame. ay 
Je . Where was this lane? 1 
* 7% Cleſe by the bottle, ditch'd, and wall d 
7 with truit; e 
; {fo ich gaye advantage to an ancient ſoldier, 
5 bone one, I warrant :) Athwart the lane, 
Mi vitz*tiyo Rripling lade, more like to run 
ny + country, baſe, than to commit ſych laughter, 
docd the paſſage; cry'd to the fliers, St and! 
ele e Romans, and will give you. that, 
„n:, which you ſhun P and may ſave 
Ache te look back in frown: Stand, ſtaud! Theie 
three - 1 

Lend. Were there but three??? \ 
2 „ There was a fourth, in a poor ruſtic hab:t, 
. T © "ood the Front with them. Theſe matchlleſs. 
| ours : 

4 k-m1modated by the place, gilded pale looks, 

* hare, part ſpizit renew d, that ſome turn'd- 

2 cowards, : 


thy example, gan to look 

be way that they did, and to grin like lions 
P: the pikes e' th' hunter. Then began 
pt chaſer; a retire; anon 

Vat, confufon thick; and the event, 


"Rory for us. FT 27 27 
if as ſtrange chance! 
% Man, Two boys, ang a pont ruſtic. 


Longs Tins w 


'1/. Nay, do net wonder--- aut go wit me, and 


a Finele wonders, and join thegeneraljoy. [ Exeurt, | 
BA S e MN E. « Fas 17 | 
- Enter Poſthunus. . 

FF "uf. To-day, how many would have given their | 
honours P "n | 

5 de ſavd their carcafes ? T gak heel to do't, | 

begin jet died too, I, in mine Own woe charm'd, 

within 4% not find dergh where. I did hear him groan, 


* (tel kim y he Rrucke This ugly monſter ! 


GO ND HS þb I NR. 


4 


febringe Iachimo 


19 
Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh ups, ſoft beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more miniſte d than we 
That wy his Knives i' th* war, Wen, 1 will And 
bim: 
No more a Briton, I have reſum' d again 
The part I came in, Fight I will no more, 
But vield me te the verieſt hind that ſhall 
Once touch my ihoulder, Great the laughter is, 
On either de. For me, my ranſom's death: 
O grievous is this burden, life, to me; 
Which neither here F'll keep, nor bear again, 
But caſt it off, to meet my Imogen.“ [Fxit. 
S. C E N E, Cymbeline's Terr, A Fleurifp. 
Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, 
Piſanio, and Lordi. ; 
Om. Stand by my fide, you, whom the gods 
have made ar 8 
Preſervers of my thfone. Woe is my heart, 
That the poor ſoldier that fo W ought, _ 
( Whoſe rags ſhamꝰd gilded arms, whoſe naked breaſt 
Step'd before ſhields of proof) cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find kim, if 
Our grace can make him ſo, 
A# # never ow © 7: 
Such noble fury, in ſo poor a thing. 
7 No tidings of him? 
i/. He hath been ſcarch'd among the dead and 
living, EET 
But no trace of him. 
Cym. To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain. 
1 80 TO To Bel. Guid. and Arv. 
By whom, I grant, ſhe lives. Tis now the time 
To aſk of whence you are; Report it? 
Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen :, ' 
Farther to boaſt, were neither true por modeſt, 
Unleſs J add, we are honeſt, © b 
Cyn. Bow your knees: 
Ariſe, my knights o' th' battle, I create you 
Companions to our perſon, and wil! fit you 
With dignities becoming your eſtates 
Enter Lucius, Iachimo, ard other Roman Priſoners, 
| Leonatus behind; ard Imngemr- 
Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for tribute! That 
The Britons hive raz'd out, though with the loſs 
of apy # bold one; whoſe Kinſmen have made 
| uit e 


. 


- * 


That their ood ſouls may be appeas'd with ſlaughter 
Of von their captives, which curfelf have granted: 
50 th,nk of your eſtate. 1 

Luc. Confider, Sir, the chance of war: the day 
Was yours by accident : had jr gone with us, 


We ould not, when the blood was cool, have 


' 144, threatened 


7 . 
Our prifoners with the ſword. But Mice the gods - 


{Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 


May be call'd ranſom; let it come; fufficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can tuffer: 4 
Auguſtus lives to think on't. * Ard fo much 
For my peculiat care. This one thing on. 
i will igtreat : my boy, a Briton'born, 
Let him be ranſoin'd; ot 
He hath dene no Briton harm, 
Though he hath ſerv'd a Roman. Save him, Sir, 
And «pare no blood beſide. 

Cym. I've ſurely ſeen him 5 
His favour is familiar to me, Boy, 
Thou haſt look d thyſeff into my grace, 
I kno not why, nor wherefore 1 
To ſay, live, boy, ne'er thank thy maſter, lives 


And afk of Cymbeline what boen thou wilt, 
; C 2 N. ; bo 3; : 
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' Tie (rake of her, as Dian had hot dreams 
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Wil: have him live ? Is he thy kin? thy friend 2 
Imo. He is a Roman; n5 more kin to me 

nan I to your highneſs, who being born your 

Am 1amething nearer. [ vaſſal, 
7555 Wherefore ey'ſt him ſo? 

712, I'll tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleaſe 

To give me hearing. | 
m. Ay, with all my heart, 

And lend my beſt attention, What's thy name ? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
m. Thou'rt my good youth, my page; 

I' be thy maſter: walk with me, ſpeak freely. 

| 8 N [ Go ade. 
Hel. Is nos this boy reviv'd from death? 
rc, One ſand another 

Nor more reſembles, than he th' ſweet roſy lad 

Who dy'd, and was Fidele: what think you? 
Gri7, The ſame dead thing, alive. | 
Felt Peace, peace, fee farther. EN 
Vir. It is my miſtreſs : [ Afide. 

®:1:e the is living, let the time run on 

Jo god or bad. 

O. Come, ſtand thou by our ſide. 

Make thy demand aloud. Sir, ſtep you forth; [ Tolach. 

Gire anſwer to this boy, and do it freely, 

Or by our greatneſs, and the grace of it, 

Which is vur honour, bitter torture ſhall | 

Winnew the truth from falſhood. On, ſpeak to 


him. | 
lime. My boon is, that this gentleman may tender 
Ot whom he had this thing. ; 


Peg. What's that to him! [ Aſide, wondering. 
yen. That diamond upon your finger ; ſay, 
Fiow came it yours? a 
lach. Thou'tt torture me to leave unſpoken that, 
Which to be ſpoke would torture thee. 
Cym. How! me? 
Ja. 1 am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter what 
Torments me to conceal. By villainy 
1 22: thivringz *twas Leonatus' jewel, 
Whom thou didſt baniſh. | 
Wilt thou hear more, my lord ? 
Cym. All that belongs to this. 
Jach. That paragon, thy daughter, 
For whora ray heart drops blood, and my falfe ſpirits 
Quail to remember. Give me leave---I faint--- 
| , | [Svoons, 
Om. My 8 what of her? Renew thy 
ſtrength; 
1 had ther then ſhould'ſt live while nature will, 
Ton Lie ere I hear more: ſtrive, man, and ſpeak. 
Jack, Upon a time, (unhappy, was the clock 
That fruck the hour) it was Rome, (aecurs d 
he manſion where) 'twas at a feaſt ; oh would 
Oar viands had been poeiſon'd ! or, at leaſt, 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head; the worthy Poſt- 
hummus 
. I ſtand on fire: Come, to the matter. 
1 5. Your daughter's chaſtity ; there it begins. 


me done were cold; whereat I, wretch, 
tle Icruple of his praiſe, and wage'd with him 
en gold 'gainſt this, which then he wore 
n his honour's finger, te attain 

it the place of's bed, and win this ring 
hers and mine adultery.» Away to Britain 
Lin this deſign: well may you, Sir, 
20m ber mae at court ; where I was taught, 
i - your challe daughter, the wide difference 
elt Staorous, and villainous. 

© be brief, my pratiice fo prevail'd, 


AK abros with 2h 


* > 
* 


ETHEL d 
irtiag my bounty, and thy ſtate, I'll give it. 
. Kn aw ſt him thou look'ſt on? Speak, 


| Of Virtue was ſhe ; yea, and ſhe herſelf, — 


If it could ſo roar to me. 


That I return'd with fimilar proof enough 
To make the noble 3 
By wounding his belief in her renown - | 
With tokens thus and thus; that he could not 
But think her bond of chaſtity quite crack d, 
I having ta'en the forfeit : Whereupon, 
Methinks 1 ſee him now | 
Pe. Ay, fo thou doſt, e- 
Italian ſiend! Ah me, moſt credulous f 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villains paſt, in being, 
To come — Oh, give me cord Kiffe, oe\poiſe 
Some upright juicer! Thou king, ſend out 
For torturers ingenious. I am Pofthumuz, 
That kill'd thy daughter; that kill'd my wife! 
Villain like, I lye; 
That caus'd à leſſer villain than myſelf, 
A ſacrilegious thief, to do't. The temple 


;- 


Spit, and throw ſtones, caſt mire upon me, ſet 
The dogs 0'th'ftreet to bait me: every villain 
Be call'd Poſthumus Leonatus, and 
Be villainy leſs than 'twas. Oh, Imogen! 
My queen, my life, my wife! Oh, Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen 

Imo. Peace, my lord; heat, hear 

Poft. Away—thou ſcornful page, there is 1 

peace for me. Striking ber, ſbe fal 

Piſ. Oh, gentlemen ! help 
Mine and your miſtreſs—Oh, my lord Poſthum 
You ne{er kill'd Imogen till now—Help, help, 
Mine honour'd lady 

Cym. Does the world go round? 

Pet. How come theſe ſtaggers on me? 

Piſ. Wake, my miſtreſs! 

m. If this be ſo, the gods do mean to ſtrike! 
To death with mortal joy. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady fro 

ou ? 

Think that you are upon a rock, and now 
Throw me again. | 

Pet. Hang there like fruit, my ſoul, 
Till the tree die. 

Cym. My child ! my child! 
My deareſt Imogen! 

Imo. Your bleſſing, Sir. 

Bel. Tho' you did love this youth, I blame 50 
You had a motive for't, ao: 

Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove holy water on thee. Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. | 

Imo. I'm ſorry for't, my lord. . 

Cym. Oh, the was naught; and long of her it wa 
That we meet here ſo ſtrangely; but her ſon 


Is gone, we know not how, nor where. [ 


wid, Let me end the ſtory; 'twas I that fl 
Cym. The gods forefend! 
I would got thy good deeds ſhould from my lip 
Pluck a hard ſentence : pr'ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. #6» | 
Guid. | have (poke it, and I did it. 
Cym. He was 2 prince. | 
vid. A moſt uneivil one! The wrongs he did n 
Were nothing prince-like; for he did provoke n 
With language that would make me ſpurn the | 
cut off's head; 
And am right glad he is not ſtanding here, 
To tell this tale of mine. | 
m. Bind the offenger, 
And take him from our preſence. 
Bel. Stay, Vr king! 


þ 


This man is better than the man he ſtew 4 
As well deſcended as thyſelf; ad had 
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ye of thee merited, than a band of Clotens | 
zd ever ſcar for. Let his arms alone, 
ſhey were not born for bondage. 

(yn. Why, old ſoldier, 
Fit thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
; taſting of our wrath ? How of deſcent 

good as we? 

1 I am too blunt and ſaucy; here my knee: 
Möhty Sir, 
Theſe two young gentlemen that call me father, 
lad think they are my ſons, are none of mine; 
They are the iſſue of your loins, my lieges 

And blood of your begetting. 
n. How! my iſſue ? 
Fel. So ſure as you your father's. I, old Morgan, 
kn that Bellarius, whom you ſome time baniſh's ; 
Your pleaſure was, at once, my offence, my puniſh- 

ment 

elf, and all my treaſon. Theſe gentle princes, 
For ſuch and ſo they are, theſe twenty years 
Have I train'd up 3 thoſe arts they have that I 
Could put into them. But, gracious Sir, 
Here are your ſons again: and I muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweer'ſt companions in dhe world, 

The benediction of theſe covering heav'ns 
Fall on their heads like dew, for they are 3 
To _ heav'n with ſtars. | 

Cym. Thou weep'ſt and ſpeak'ſt: 
The ſervice that you three have done is more 
Valike, than this thou tell'ſt. I loſt my children 
If theſe be they, I know not how to with 
A pair of worthier ſons. Arviragus had 
Upon his neck a mole, a ſanguine ſtar ; 
| was a mark of wonder. 

Gel. This is he, 
Who hath upon him ſtill that natural ſtamp z 
It was wiſe nature's end, in the donation, 
Te be his evidence now. 

Cym. Oh, what am I! 
A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more: bleſt may you be; 

That after this ſtrange ſtarting from your erbe, 
You may reign in them now. Oh, Imogen, 
Taou haſt loſt by this a kingdom. 


c Y M B E L. 


E 
Ino. Ne, my lord: | 
I have got two — dy't. Oh, my gentle brother, 
Have we thus met! Oh never ſay, here 
But I am trueſ ſpeaker: You call'd me brother, 
When I was but your ſiſter; I you brother, 
When ye were ſo indeed. 
Cym. Did you e er meet? 
Arv. Ay, my good lord. : 
Guid. And at firſt meeting lov'd. 
Cym. All &'erjoy'd, 
Save theſe in bonds; let them be joyful too, 
For they ſhall taſte our comfort. 
The forlorn ſoldier, that ſo nobly fought, 
He would have well become this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a kings 
Peß. I am, Sir, 
The foldier that did company theſe three, 
In poor beſeeming : twas a fitment for 
The purpoſe I then follow'd. That 1 was he, 
Fs! 1 Iachimo; I had you down, and might 
Have made your finiſh. 
Iach. I am down again + 
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| But now my heavy conſcience finks my knee, 


As then your force did. But your ring, firſt, 
And here the bracelet of the trueft princeſs 
That ever ſwore her faith : now take that life, 
Beſeech you, which I ſo often ewe. 

Poft. Kneel not to me: 
The power that 1 have on you, is to ſpare you 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live, 
N deal with others better. 
| + Nobly doom'd: | 
wo Il learn our freeneſs of a ſon-in-law: 
Pardon's the word to all, Laud we the gods! 
And let our crooked ſmokes climb to their noftrila, 
From our bleſt altars. Publiſh we this peace 
To all our ſubjects. Set we forward: let 
A Roman and a Britiſh enſign wave 
Friendly together; fo through Lud's town march, 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify : ſeal It with feaſts, 
Set on there | Never was a war did ceaſe, 
Ere bloody hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a peace. 


LE. omnes, 


